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THE AHGEL'S STORY. 



^^SSIHROUGH tho blao and frosty heavenB 
M^^ Christmas stars were shining bright; 
gB^gf Glistening lamps throughout the City 
^^^^Wl Almost matched their gleaming light ; 
While the winter show was lying. 
And the winter winds were sighing. 
Long ago, one Christmas night. 

WTiile, from CTcrj lower and steeple, 
Pealing bells were sounding dear, 

(Never with such tones of gladness, 
Save when Christmas time is near,) 

Many a one that night was merry 
Who had toiled through all the year. 

That night saw old wrongs forgiven. 
Friends, long parted, rcconcQed ; 

Voiees ail nnnsed lo langhler, 
Mournful eyes that rarely smiled. 

Trembling hearts that feared the morrow, 
Jrom Ihoir anxious thoughts beguiled. 



db, Google 



THE ANGEL'S STORY. 

Rich ftnd poor felt love and blessing 
From the graoious season fall ; 

Joy and plenty in the cottage, 
Peace and feasting in the hall ; 

And the voices of the children 
liinging clear above it all 1 

Tet one house was dim and darkened ; 

Gloom, anil liekncaa, and despair. 
Dwelling in. the gilded chambers. 

Creeping up the marble stair, 
Even stilled iJie voice of mourning,— 

For a child lay dying there. 

Silken curtains fell around him. 
Velvet carpets hnshed the tread. 

Many costly toys were lying. 
All unheeded, by his bed ; 

And hia tangled golden ringlets 
Were on downy pillows spread. 

The skill of that mighty City 

To save one little life was vain, — 

One little thread from being broken. 

One fatal word from being spoken ; 
Hay, his very mother's pain. 

And the mighty love within hor. 
Could not give him health agiuo. 

So she knelt there still beeide him, 
She alone with strength to smil^ 

Promising tliat he should euffir 
No more in a little while, 

Murmuring tender song and story 
Weary hours to beguile. 
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TEE ANGEL-S STORY. 

"Siiddenlj an unseen Presence 

Checked those consfant moaning cries, 
Siillecl the little heart's quick fluttering. 

Raised those blue and wondering eyes, 
Fisod on some myslcrious vision. 

With a startled sweet surpiise. 

For a radiant ange! hovered. 

Smiling, o'ec the little bed ; 
White his raiment, from his Ehonldets 

Snowy dove-like pinions spread, 
And a etarlike light was shining 

In a Glory round his head. 

While, with tender love, the ongel. 

Leaning o'er the little nest. 
In hia arms the siek child folding. 

Laid him gently on hie breast. 
Sobs and waihngs told the mother 

That her darling was at test. 

So the angel, slowly rising, 

Spread his wings, and through the air 
Bore the child, and, while he held him 

To his heart with loving care. 
Placed a lH»neh of crimson roses 

Tenderly beside him there. 

While the ehild, thus clii^ng, floated. 

Towards the mansions of the Bleat, 
Gaamg from his shining guardian 

To the flowers upon his breast, 
Thus tlie angel spake, still smiling 

On the little heavenly gueat : 
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THE ANGEL'S STOST- 
" Know, dear little one, that Heaven 

Does no earthlj thing disdain, 
Man's poor joys find there an ocbo 

Just as sorely as Ma p^ ; 
Love, on earth bo ieebly Etriviog, 

Liviis divine in Heaven again 1 

" Once in that great town below lU, 

In a poor and narrow street. 
Dwelt a little siekly orphan ; 

Gentle aid, or pity sweet. 
Never in life's rugged pathway 

Guided Ilia poor tottering feet. 

" All the striving anxious forethought 
That should only come with age 

Weighed upon tiis baby spirit. 

Showed him soon life's sternest page ; 

Grim Want was his nurse, and Sorrow 
Was his only heritage. 

" All 100 weak for childish pastimes. 

Drearily the hours sped ; 
On his hands so small and trembling 

Leaning his poor aehing head, 
Or, through dark and painful hours. 

Lying sleepless on his bed. 

" Dreaming strange and longing fancieB 

Of cool forests fer away ; 
And of rosy, happy children, 

Laughing merrily at play. 
Coming homo ihrough green lanes, hearing 

Trailing boughs of blooming May. 
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TBE ANGEL'S STORY. 
" Scarce a gUmpflc of azarc hjaven 

Gleamed above that narrow street. 
And the Bultiy air of snmmer 

(That you call so warm and sweet) 
Fevered the poor orphan, dwelling 

In the crowded alley's heat. 



" One bright day, with fi 

Slowly forth he tried to crawi, 

Through the crowded oity's pathways 
Till ho reached a garden-wall. 

Where 'mid princely halls and 
Stood the lordliest of all. 



" There were ireoB with giant branches. 
Velvet gladea where sliadowa hide ; 

There wore sparkling fountains glancing. 
Flowers, which in Invariant pride 

Even wafted breaths of perfume 
To the child who stood outside. 

" He gainst the gate of iron 
Pressed his wan and wistful face. 

Gazing with an awe-strudi pleasure 
At the glories of the place ; 

Never had his brightest day-dream 
Shone with half sach wondroos gnica. 

" Yon were playing in that garden. 
Throwing blossoms in the air, 

Laughing when the petals floated 
Downwards on your golden hiur ; 

And the fond cyoa watching o'er joo. 

And the splendor spread before you. 
Told a House's Hope was there. 



db, Google 



THE ANGEL-S STO&Y. 

"When jonr KCrvants, tired of seeing 

Sucb a face of want and woe, 
Turning to the ragged orphan. 

Gave him coin, and bade him go, 
IXiwn his cheeks so tMn and wasted 

Bitter tears began to flow. 

" But that look of childish sorrow 
On jour tender child-heart fell. 

Ami you plucked the reddest ntees 
From the tree you loved «) well. 

Passed them Ihrongh the stem cold grating, 
Gently bidding him ' Farewell I ' 

"DaaiJsd by the fr^rant treasure 
And the gentle voice he heard, 

la the poor fbrlom boy's spirit, 
Joy, the sleeping Seraph, stirred; 

In his liand he look the lowers. 
In his hsiut the loving word. 

" So he crept to his poor garret ; 

Poor DO more, but rich and bright. 
For the holy dreams of childhood — 

Love, and Kcat, and Hope, and Light — 
Floated round the orphan's pillow 

Through the starry summer night. 

" Day dawned, yet the riaions lasted ; 

All too weak to rise he lay ; 
Did he dream that none spake harshly, — 

AH were strangely kind that day t 
Surely then his ircaaurod roses 

Must have charmed all ilU away. 
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THE ANGEL'3 STORY. 

"And lie smiled, Ihoagh they were Minj 
One by one their loaves were ahod ; 

' Such bright things eould never periah. 
They would bloom agiun,' he said. 

When the next dfty'i sun had risen 
Child and flowers both were dead. 

" Know, dear little one ! our Father 
Will no gentle deed disdain ; 

Love on the cold earth beginning 
Lives divine in Heaven again. 

While tbe angel hearts that beat tbere 
Still all tender thoughts retain." 

So the aogel ceased, and gently 

O'er bis little burthen leant; 
While tbe child gazed from the shining. 

Loving eyes that o'er him bent, 
To the blooming roses by him, 

Wondering what that mystery meant 

Thug the radiant angel answered, 
And with tender jneaning smiled : 

" Ere your childlike, loving spirit. 
Sin and the hard world defiled, 

God has given me leave to seek yoo, — 
I was once that little child I " 



In the ehurch-yanl of that city 
Rose a \onih of marble rare. 

Decked, as soon as Spring awakened. 
With her buds and blossoms fair, — 

And a humble grave beside it, — 
No one know who rested there. 
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i[TILL the angel stars are b 

g Still the rippling waten 

f But tlic acgel-voice is eile 

That I heard so long a; 



Hark I the echoes n- 

Long ago ! 

Still tlie mxid is dim and lonely, 
Still the plashing fountains pla/. 

But the past and all its l)Caiity, 
Whither has it fled away ? 
Hark I the motirnfiil echoes say. 
Fled away I 

Sdtl the bird of night complaineth, 
(Now, indeed, her song is pain,) 

Visions of my happy hours, 
Do I call and eall in yain 1 
Hark 1 the echoes cry agmn. 
All in vainl 

Cease, echoes, monmfal eehoeaJ 
Once I loved Jour voices well ; 

Now my heart is sick and weary. — • 
Days of old, a long iarewell I 
Hark ! the echoes sad and dreary 
Cry farewell, farewell I 
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r FALSE GENIUS. 



A FALSE GENIUS. 

^Jiff^l See a Spirit by thy sLde, 
«L^^ Purple-winged and cagle-eyea. 
^1^^ Looking like a, heavenly gnide- 

Thongh he seem so bright and feir. 
Ere thoa trust hie proffered care. 
Pause a little, aod beware 1 

If he bid thee dwell apart. 
Tending some ideal smart 
In a aicfc and coward heart ; 

In self-worehip wrapped alone. 
Dreaming thy poiir gricfe are grown 
More than other men have knuwa ; 

Dwelling in some clondy sphere. 
Though Qod'a work ia waiting Jier^ 
And God deigneth to be near ; 

If his torch's crimson glare 
Show thee evil everywhere, 
Taindng all the wholesome air; 

Whilo with strange distorted chi^co. 
Still disdaining to rejoice. 
Thou wik hear a wailing voice ; 
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MY PICTUSK 
If a, ample, humble heart 
Seem to thee a meaner part 
Than thy noblest aim and art j 

If lie bid thee bow before 
Crownfed Mind and nothing more. 
The great idol men adore ; 

And with starry veil enfold 
Sin, the trailing serpent old, 
Till ilia Ecales Ebine out like gold ; 

Though his words seem true and w 
Soul, I say to thee, Arise, 
He is a Demxju in disguise 1 



MT PICTUKE. 



^g^TAOT) this way — more near 

^awi By my desk — yon see the lig 

fe^feil FaUing on my picture better — 

Thus I sec it while I write I 

Who the head may be I know not, 

But it has a student air ; 
With a look half aad, half stately. 

Grave sweet eyes and flowing hair* 
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MY PICTURE. 1, 

Kttlo care I who the painter, 

How obscure a name ho boro ; 
Nor, when Korac have named Velaaque^ 

Did I ralue it the more. 

As it is, I woold not give it 

For the rarest piece of art ; 
It has dwelt with mo, and listened 

To tbe seeceta of my heart. 

Many a time, when to my jjairet, 

Weary, I rctnmcd at night. 
It has seemed to look a welcome 

That has made my poor room bright 

Many a time, when ill and sleepless, 
I have watched the quivering gleaaa 

Of my lamp upon that picture. 
Till it faded in my dream. 

When dark days have come, and friendship 



Sometimes when hard need has pressed e. 

To bow down where I despise, 
I have read stem words of counsel 

In those sad, reproachfiil eyes- 
Nothing that my brain JmaRined, 

Or my weary hand has wrought, 
Bnt it watched the dim Idea 

Spring forth into armed Thought 
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JUDGE NOT. 

It liaa sitiili^ on my suCTesses, 
Eaiseil me wlien my hopes wsre lo 

And by tnma has looked upon me 
Wilji all the loving eyes I know. 

Do yon wonder that ray picture 
Has become so like a friend? — 

It has seen my life's bcgianii^. 
It shall stay and cheer the end I 



JUDGE NOT. 

tsEsagrjTJD&E not ; the workii^ of his brain 
^Sl ^^1 ^"^ "^ '''* ^^'"^ *''<"' canst not see-j 
^^^Bg What looks (o thy dim eyes a itain, 
Msl»l^r* l In God's pore light may only be 
A B«ir, brought from some weli-won field. 
Where diou woulilst only faint and yield. 

The look, the aJr, that frets thy sight, 

ULaj be a token, that below 
The soul has closed in deadly fight 

Wilh some infernal fieiy foe. 
Whose glance woald scorch thy smilii^ glace. 
And cast Ihoe shuddering on thy lace ! 

The ial! thoo darest to despise — 
May be the angel's slackened hand 

Has suifbred it, tliat he may rise 
And take a tirmer, surer stand ; 

Or, trusting less to earthly things, 

May honc^rlh leam lo nse his wings. 
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FRIEND SOl^,)W 

And judjiB none lost ; hut wnh nA rfnf 
With liopi:ful pity, ncit diBriJn; 

Tlie depth of llie abyss may be 
The measure of (lie height of pain 

And love and gloiy that may raiise 

This soul to God in after days ! 



FBIEND SORROW. 

^^e^jO not cheat thy Heart and tell her 
^^ " Grief will pass away, 
^^fil Hope for fairer times in future, 
g^^Sl And for^t to-day." — 
Toll her, if you will, that sorrow 
Need not come in Tain ; 



Cheat her not with the old cottifort^ 

" Soon she will forget," — 
Bitter truth, alas ! but matter 

Eather for regret ; 
Bid her not " Seek other pleasure*. 

Turn to Other things " : — 
Ratlier narae her eaged sorrow 

Till the captive sings. 

Rather bid her go forth liravely. 

And the stranger greet; 
Not as foe, with apear and buekler. 
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ONE BY ONE. 
Bid her nitli a Btrong; clasp hold her. 

By her dusky wings. 
Listening for the murmured blesaiiig 

Sorrow always brings. 



ONE BY ONE. 

fclNE by one the sands are flowing, 
« One by one the moments fell ; 
w Some are coming, some are going. 



One by one tliy dotiea wait thee. 
Let thy whole Etrength go to each. 

Let no futnro dreams elate thee, 

Lcam thou firgt what these cun teaclt. 

One by one (bright gifte from Hoaven) 
Joys are sent tliee here below ; 

Take them readily when given, 
Ready too to let them go. 

One by one thy griefs shall meet theo. 
Do not fear an armfcd hand ; 

One will iade as others greet thee ; 
Shadows passing throngh the land. 

Do not look at life's loi^ sorrow ; 

See how small earh moment's pain, 
Gocl will help thee for to-morrow. 

So each day begii> again. 
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TRUE HONORS. 
Everj hour that fleets ao slowlj 
Haa ife task to do or bear ; 



Do not linger with regretting, 
Or for passing hours despond ; 

Nor, the dailj toil forgetting. 
Look 100 eagerly beyond. 

Houn are golden links, (Jod's token. 
Reaching heaven ; but one by one 

'Lake them, lest the ch^n be broken 
Ete the pilgrimage be done. 



TRUE HONORS. 

fS'SffSlS my darling tired already, 
.^^^^1^ Tired of her day of play 1 
i^^T^^I Draw your little stool beside me, 
^tX^iHA Smooth this tangled hair away. 
Can she put the logs tc^ether, 

Till they make a eheerful blaze t 
Shall her blind old Uncle tell her 
Something of his jouthfiil days 1 

Hark ! The wind among the cedars 
Waves their white arms to and fro ; 

I remember how I watched them 
Sixty ChiTStmflfl Days ago ; 

Then I dreamt a glorioos vision 
Of great deeds to erown each year' 
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TBUE HONORS. 



Tee, I fee! my darling stealing 

Warm soft fingers into mine: 
Sliall I leU her what I fended 

In that Etraogc old dream of mine I 
I was kneeling by the window, 

lieading how a noble band. 
With the red cross on their breastplates, 

Went to gain the Holy Land. 

Wliile with eajter eyes of wonder 

Over the dark page I bent. 
Slowly twilight shadows gathered 

Till the lettia^ came and went ; 
Slowly, till the night was round me ; 

Then my heart beat loud and fiist. 
For I felt before I saw it 

That a spirit near me passed. 

Then I raised my eyes, and, shining 

Where the moon's first ray was bright^ 
Stood a winged Angel^wanior 

Clothed and panoplied in light : 
So, with Heaven's iove upon him, 

Stem in calm and resolute will, 
Looked St. Michael, — does the pictnt* 

Hang in the old doister still % 

Threefold wei« the dreams of honor 
That absorlied my heart and hrain; 

Threefold crowns the Angel promised. 
Each one to be hoaght by pain : 
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TRUE HONORS. 
Wliilo he spoko, a tIircM?fi>!d bicssi 
Fell upon my soul like rain. 

Victor ii 



Such the honors of roy life. 

All, timt dream t Long years that ^v& m< 

Joy and griirf' as real thinffs 
Kevcr louehed the tender memory 

Sweet and eolcmn that it hrii^, — 
Homr quite elfeccd tho feeling 

Of those white and shadowing wings. 

Do those blue eyes open wider 1 

Does my faith too foolish seem 1 
Yee, my iMrling, yeaiH have taught ma 

It was nothing but a dream. 
Soon, too soon, the hitter knowledgo 

Of a fearful trial rose, 
Eose to cruah my heart, and sternly 

Bode my young ambition close. 

Mora and mora my cyea were rfoudod. 

Till at last God's glorious light 
Passed away from me forever. 

And I lived and live in night. 
Dear, I will not dim your pleasure, 

ChrisOnaB should be only gay : — 
In my night the stars have risen. 

And I widt the dawn of day. 
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TRVE HONORS. 
In their bojish paEtimcs cvec 

MaJe me take, or feel a sLare. 
Philip, even Uien eo thoiightftil. 

Max GO noble, brave, and tall. 
And your lather, little Godfrey, 

The most bving of them all. 

PliiUp reasoned down my Borrow, 

Max would laugli my gloom away, 
Godfrey's little arms put round mo 

Helped me tlirough m^ dreariest day; 
While the promise of my Angel, 

Like a star, now bright, now pale, 
Hung in hladtest night above me. 

And I felt it could not iaJL 

Tears passed on, my brothers left me. 

Each went out to take his shaj^ 
In the straggle of life; my portion. 

Was a humble one — to bear. 
Hero I dwelt, and learnt to wander 

Through rile woods and fields alone. 
Every cottage in the vili^e 

Had B. corner called my own. 

Old and yonn^, all brought their tronblen. 

Great or amall, for me lo hear ; 
I have often blessed my sorrow 

That drew others' grief so near. 
Ah, the people needed helping — 

Needed love — (for Love and Heaven 
Are the only gifts not Emrtcred, 

They aJone are firecly given) — 
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TBire HONORS. a 

And I gave it. Philip's boanty 

(We were orphans, duar) inade toil 
Prosper, and want, never faacencd 

Od the l«iiBtits of the soil. 
PliiQp's name (0, how I gloriecl. 

He EO yonng, to sec it rise '.) 
Soon grew noted among statesmen 

As a patriot troo and v/isc. 

And his people ail Ifelt honored 

To be ruled by such a name ; 
I was proud too that they hived me ; 

Through their pride in him it caraa. 
Ho hftd gftinod what I had longed fbr, 

I nicauvliilc grew glad and gaj, 
'Mid his people, to be serving 

Him and them, in some poor way. 

How his noble earnest speeches 
With untiring fervor camo ! 

Truly he deserved the name 1 
Had my Angel's promise failed me ? 

Had that word of hope grown dim ! 
WTiy, my Philip had fulfilled it, 

And I loved it best in him 1 

Max meanwhile — ah, you, my darlii^. 

Can his loving words recall — 
"Mid the bravest and the noblest. 

Braver, nobler, than them all. 
How I loved him ! how my heart thrillod 

When his sword clanked by his side. 
When I touched his gold embroidery. 

Almost saw him in his pride I 
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TRUE HONORS. 
So wo parted ; he all eager 

To nphtld the name he bore. 
Leaving in my charge — he loved me^ 

Some one nhwn he lovcii still moro.- 
I must tend Ihie gentle flower, 

I must Bpeals to her of him. 
For ho fcand — Love still is fiarfot — 

That his memory might grow dim. 

I must guard her fronl all sorrow, 

I must play a brother's part. 
Shield all grief and trial £-om her. 

If it need be, with lay heart. 
Years paased, and his name jrrtrv liiPorf" ' 

Wo were proud, both she and I; 
And we lived npon his letters, 

While the slow dajs fleeted bj. 

Then at last — jon knowtbe Gtory, 

How a iearfii! rumor spread. 
Till all hope had slowly Mod, 

And we heard thut he was dea^. 
Dead ! O, those were bitter hours ; 

Tot within my son! there dwelt 
A wanting, and while otlierB moomed hit^ 

Sunictluug like a hope 1 felt. 

Ws was no weak life as mine was, 

Bnt a life, eo full and strong — 
Ho, 1 conid not think he perished 

Nameless, 'mid a conqnered throng. 
How she drooped 1 Tears passed ; no tidingi 

Came, and jet that little flame 
Of strange hope within my spirit 

Still burnt on, and lived the same. 
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TBUE HONORS. i 

Ah ! my child, oar hearts will fall us. 

When to us they etrocgest seem : 
I ixn look back on those hours 

As a fearfnl, evil dream. 
She had long despaired ; what wonder 

That her heart had turned lo mine 1 
Eartlily loves are deep and tender, 

Kot eternal and divice 1 

Can I say how bright a fntare 
Eosc before my soul that day t 

0, so strange, so swoet, so tender ! 
Ai)d I had lo turn away. 

Hard and terrible the stn^le, 

!For the pain not mino alono ; 
I called back my Brother's spirit. 

And I bade t^m claim his own. 

Told her —now I dared to do it— 

That I felt (he day would rise 
When he woald return to gladden 

My weak heart and her bright eyes. 
And I pleaded — pleaded sternly — 

In his name, and lor his sake : 
Bow, I can speak <ailmlj of it, 

Then, I thought my heart would break* 

Soon — ah, Lore had not deceived mo. 

Wounded, weak, escaped from prison. 
Ho returned to me, — to her. 

1. could thank God that bright momii^. 

When I felt my Brother's gaze. 
Thai my heart was true and loyal. 
As in onr old boyish dftjs. 
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TkUE HONORS. 

Bought by wounda ami cteeila of daring. 

Honors he had brought away ; 
Glory crowned his name — my Brother'B ; 

Mine too 1 — we were one that day. 
Since the crown on him had fallen, 

" Victor ik a noble btrife," 
I conld live and die contented 

With my poor ignoble life. 

Well, my darling, ^most weary 

Of my Btory 1 Wait awhile ; 
I'or the rest is onlyjojfiil; 

I can tell it with a emile. 
One bright promise still was left mo. 

Wound BO close about my soul. 
That, as one by one had fdled mo, 

TliiE dream now absorbed the ^v!lol^ 

" SiNCBH OP A HOBLB POBM," 

Ah, my darling, few and rare 
Bum the glorious names of Poets, 

Like stars in the pmple air. 
Thai too, and I glory in it, 

That great gift my Godfrey won j 
J have my dear share of honor. 

Gained by that belOTfcd one 

One day shall my darling read it ; 

ISovl she cannot understand 
All the noble thoughts that lighten 

Through the genius of the laud. 
I am proud lo be his brother, 

Proud to think that hope was true ; 
Thoagh I longed and strove so vainly. 

What I Med in, be could do. 
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TRVE HONORB. 

I was long before I knew it. 

Longer era I felt it so ; 
Then I Strang my rhymes together 

Only for the poor and low. 

(I'or I love them well indeed,) 

They earo for my humble verses. 

Fitted for tlieir humble need. 

And, it cheera my heart to hear it. 

Where the !ar-ofF settlers rofim, 
My poor words are sung anil eherislied. 

Just bceanse they speak of Home. 
And the Httlo ehildren sitig them, 

(Tha^ I think, has pleased me best,) 
Often, too, the dying lore them, 

For they tell of Heaven and rest. 

80 iny last vain dream has faded ; 

(Such as I to thiDk of fame !) 
Tet I will not say it feiled mo, 

For it crowned my Godfrey's name. 
No ; my Angel did not cheat me. 

For my long life Aos been bleat ; 
He did give me Love and Sorrow, 

He will bring me Light aod 'Rett. 
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trOAtA^S QUESTION. 



A WOMAN'S QUESTION. 

^^^gEFORE I trust my Fate lo the^ 
W ^^M ^^ place my hanil in thine, 
BI^K Before I let thy Future give 
E^^SSb] Color and form to mine, 
Before I peril all tbr tiiee, qoestioa thy soul to- 
night for me. 

I break all slighter bonds, aor feel 

A shadow of regret : 
Is there oue link witliin the Past 

That holds thy spirit yet! 
Or is thy Faith as clear and li-eo as tlmt wtuch 1 
can pledge to thee ! 

Does there within thy dimmest dreams 

A possible fntore shine, 
Wherein thy life conld lienccfbrth broatlie, 

tlntouehcd, unsliared by mine t 
I{ BO, at any pain or cost, O, tell mo before alt 

Loolc deeper still. If thou canst fee'. 

Willi in ihy inmost soul, 
TliHt thou hast Jtept a portion bacl!. 

While I Imve ataliecl the whole ; 
Let no false pity spare the blow, hut in true mercy 
tell me so. 



db, Google 



THE THREE RULERS. eg 

Olio chonl that any other haad 

Could Iwctec wake or still? 
Speak now — Icat at somii future day my whoU 
life wittier and decay. 

Liras thore within thy nature bid 

The demon-spirit Change, 
ShoddiT^ a passing glory still 

On alE things new and strange ? — 
It may not be thy fenlt alone — hut sliield niy 
heart against thy own. 

Coaldst thon withdraw Ihy hand one day 

And answer to my claim, 
Tliat I'^c, and that to-day's mistake — 

Not tJiou — had been to bhune 1 
Same soothe their eonsdence thus ; but thoa will 
surely warn and saye me now. 

Nay, answer sot, — I dare not hear. 

The words wonld come too late ; 
Tet I would Bpnro thee all remorse, 

So, comfort thee, my fate — 
Wiiatovcr on my heart may fall- 
icoiM risk it all I 



THE THEEE RTILEES. 

1 SAW a Ruler take his stand 

■ And trample on a mighty land ; 

I The People crouched before liis beck, 

\ His iron heel was on their neck. 
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A DEAD PAST. 



I saw ano&er IRiiler rise ; 

His words were noble, good, and wise ; 

With the calm sceptre of liis pen 

He ruled tlie minds and IhoaglitB of men : 

Soma scolSd, some praised, — wliile mauj heard. 

Only a few obeyed his word. 

Another Enler then I saw r 

Love and sweet Pity were his law ; 

The greatest and the lea£t had pan 

(Yet most the imhappy) in his heart: 

The People, in a mighty band, 

Bose up, and drove him from the land I 



A DEAD PAST. 

SIPAEE her at least : look, yon have 
taken from me 
The Present, and I murmur uot, nor 



Sparc me the Past : for, see, she cannot harm yon. 
She lies so white and cold, wrapped in her ahrouii; 
All, all ray own ! and, trust me, I will hide her 
Within my soul, nor speak to her aloud. 
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A DOUBTING SRART. 31 

I folded her soft hantls upon her bosom, 
And strewed roy flovicrs upon her, — then ^^'^ ^''^ ' 
Sometimes I like to kiss her closed white eyulida. 
And think of all the joj she used to give. 

Cruel indeed it were to take her from me ; 
She sleeps, she will not wake — no fear — again ; 
And so i laid hnr, sueh a goudc burthen. 
Quietly oit my heart to still its pain. 

I do not think that any smiling Present, 
Any ragne Future, spite of all her charms. 
Could ever rival her. Yon know you laid her, 
Iioi^ years ago, then living, in my anna. 

Leave her at least : while my tears fell npon tXT, 
I dreaui she smiles, just 33 ehe did of yore ; 
As dear as ever to me — nay, it may be. 
Even dearer still — sinee I have nothing more. 



A DOITBTING HEAET. 

^^^^glHERE arc the swallows K*J ! 

^^ftMpi Frozen and doaii, 

^n|u[n Perchance npon some Weak and Blormy 

doubting heart 1 
Far over jiurple seas. 
They wait, in snmiy cate. 
The balmy southern htec7.e. 
To bring them to their northern homes onco more. 
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ji A DOOBTma HEART. 

Why must the flowers die t 
Prisoned thcj lie 
In the cold tomb, hcedlcsE of tears or rain. 
doubting heart 1 
They only sleep below 
The soft white ermine snow. 
While winter winds shall Mow, 
To brcatlie and smile upon you EOon again. 

Tho sun has hid its rays 

These many days ; 

Will drcaiy hours never leave the earth t 

O donbtiug heart 1 

The stormy clouds on high 

Veil the saine sunuy sky. 

That soon (for spring is nigh) 

Shall wake the summer into golden mirth, 

fair hope is dead, and light 

Is quenched in nighL 
What sound can break the silence of despair t 
O doubting heart ! 
Thy sky is overcast, 
Yet stars shall rise at last. 
Brighter for darifness past. 
And angels' silver voices stir the tix. 
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SIVER an anoicnt scroll I bent. 
Steeping my soul in wise contcBt, 
Nor paused a momeDt, save M chide 
■ e wMapcring at my side. 



itais' pale ehine 
A dream, half human, half divine; ; 
Aud shook off {not to break the charm) 
A little hand laid on my arm. 

I read ; until my heart would glow 
With the great deeds of long ago ; 
Nor heard, while with those mighty dead. 
Pass to and iro a {altering tread. 

On the old theme I pondered long, — 
The stm^le between right and wrong ; 
I OTnid uot check such visions high. 
To soothe a, little quivering sigh. 

1 tried to solve tlie problem — Life ; 
Dreaming of that mysterious strife, 
How could I leave sacli reasonings mat. 
To answer two blue pleading eyes 1 

i strove how best to give, and when, 
My bloq>d 10 save my fellow-men, — 
Ilow could I turn aside, to look 
At snowdrops laid upon my book 3 
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A KNIGHT ERRANT. 
Now Time has fled — the world is etrange, 
Something there is of pain and eliange ; 
M; liooks lie cloeed. upon the shelf; 
I miss the old heart in mjself. 

It waa not always wTapped in gloom ; 
I miss my dreams — they fade so fast. 
Or ffit into some tiivial past. 

The great stream of the world goes by ; 
None care, or heeii, or question, why 
I, thd lOQC student, cannot raise 
My voice or hand as in old days. 

No echo seeraB to waJto again 
My heiirt to anything but pain, 
SaTO when a dream of twilight biingi 
The fluttering of an aiigel's wings I 



A KNIGHT ERRANT. 
SHOUGH he hred and died among tii 



Still a BtripUng, he encountered 
Poverty, and struggled long, 

Gathering force from every cflbrt. 
Till he knew his arm was strong. 



db, Google 



A KNWHT ERRAlfT. 
Then his heart and Kfe he offered 

To his radiant mislrese — Truth ; 
Never thought, or dream, or felKring, 

Marred the promise of his youth. 

So he rode Ibrth to defend her, 
And her peerlesB worth proclnJra ; 

Challenging each recreant doubter 
Who aspersed her spotless Dame. 

First upon Ma path BWod Ignorance, 
Hideous in his brntal might ; 

Hard the blows and long the battla 
Ere the moosler took lo flight 

Then, wth light and fearless spirit 
Prejudice he dared to brate ; 

Hunting back the lying craven 
To her black sulphureous cave. 



By the good Knight'a weighty WorfB, 

Then he turned, and, flushed with victtwy. 
Struck upoQ the brazen shield 

Of the world's great king, Opinion, 
And defied him to the fiehi. 

Once again ho rose a conqueror. 
And, though woonded in the tight, 

Wilh a dying smile of triumph 

Saw &at. Truth had gained her right 
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LINGER, GENTLE TIME. 

On his tailing car re-echoing 

Came the shouling round her throne; 
Little cared he tliat no funiro 

With her name would hnk Ms own. 

Spent with many a hard-fought hattle. 

Slowly ebbed his life away, 
And the crowd that flodicd to greet her 

Trampled on him where he lay. 

GtttJiering all his stren^h, he saw her 
Crowned and reigning in her pride ; 

Loolied his last upon her bcanty, 
K^sud his eyes to God, and died. 



LINGER, O GENTLE TIMB. 



e hours' Khimo 
Call tliec away, 
Bnt linger near me etil! with ibnd delay- 
Linger, for thou art mine ! 
What dearer troaanres can the future hold 1 
What sweeter flowers than tJiine 
Can she nnfold "i 
What secrets tcU my heart thou hast not told 



db, Google 



SOMEWARD BOUND, 

lingtr in thy fligiit 1 
For shadows guiheT round, ami should wc pa 

A dreary, starless night 
May fill my heart, — 
Then panse and linger jet etc thou depart. 

Linger, I sak no more, — 
Thon art onough forever — thoa alone ; 
What future can restore. 
When thou art flown, 

All tliat I hold from ihee aad cali my own ? 



HOMEWAED BOUND. 



■^^gSI HAVE seen a fiercer tempest, 

^SL^W" Known a louder whirlwind blowj 

(^M^^ I was wrecked off red Algiers, 

"SaS&l Sis-aud-thirtj years ago. 

Young I was, and yet old seamen 

Were not strong or calm as I ; 

While life held such treasures for me, 

I felt sore I could not die. 

Lite I struggled for — and saved it j 

Life aione — and nothing more ; 
Bruised, half dead, alone and helpIOM 

I was east upon the shore. 
J feaMd the pitiless rocks of Ocean ; 

So the great sea rose — and then 
Cast me from her ftiendly bosom, 

On the pitiless hearts of men. 
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1 HOMEWARD BOOND. 

Gaunt and ilrcarj rau the mountains. 

With bUck gorges, op tiic land ; 
Up to where the lonely Desert 

Spreads her burning, dreary sand : 
In the gorges of the moiintHins, 

On the plain beside the sea. 
Dwelt my stem and emol roasters. 

The black Moors of Barbaij. 

Ten long yeare I toiled among them. 

Hopeless — as I used to say ; 
How I know Hope burnt williin me 

I^ercer, stronger, day by day : 
Those dim years of toil and sorrow 

Like oue long, dark dreirni appear ; 
One long day of weary waiting, — 

Then each day was like a year. 

How I cursed the land, my prison; 

How I cursed ihe serpent sea. 
And the Demon Fate that showered 

All her curses upon mo ; 
1 was mad, I tHmlt — God pardon 

Words so terrible and wild — 
This voy^e would have been my last oil 

Tor 1 Idt a wife and child. 

Neret did one tender Tision 

Fade away before my sight. 
Never once through all my alayeiy. 

Burning day or dreary night ; 
In my soul it lived, and kept me, 

How I feel, from black despair, 
And my heart was not quite broken, 

While they lived and blest me there. 
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HOMEWARD BOVKD. 35 

When at night my task was over, 

I would haston ti> tho shore ; 
(All was strange ami foreign inhtacl, 

Hothing I IiaiJ known before;) 
Strange looked the bleak moiinlain passes. 

Strange the red glare and bla<;k Ghade, 
And the Oleanders, waving 

To the sound the fountains made. 

Then I gazed at the great Ocean, 

Till she grew a friend again ; 
And because she knew old England, 

I forgave her al! my pain : 
So the blue still sky alioye me. 

With its wiiiie clouds' fleecy fold, 
And the glimmering stars (though brighter). 

Looked like homo and days of old. 

And a calm would fall upon me. 

Worn perhaps with work and pan. 
The wild hungry longing left me. 

And I was myself again : 
Looking at the silver waters. 

Looking np at the fer sky. 
Dreams of home and all I Ic^ there 

Floated sorrowfully by. 

A fmr face, bnt pale wilh sorrow. 

With bine eyes, brimful of teats, 
And the little red mouth, quivering 

Widi a smite, to hide its fears ; 
Holding out her baby towards me. 

From tlie sky sbo looked on me; 
So it was that last I saw her. 

As the ship put oQt to sea. 
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HOMEWARD BOOIfD. 

Sometimes (and a pang would scizi 

That the years were floating on) 
I would strive to paint her, altered 

And the little baby giroe : 
Sht no longer yoang and girlish. 

The child standing by her knee. 
And her (see more pale and 

With Ihe weariness for me. 



Then I saw, as night grew darker, 

How she tanght my child to pray. 
Holding its small hands together, 

For its &thec, 6ir away ; 
And I felt her sorrow, wrighing 

Heavier on me than my own, 
Ktying her blighted spring-time. 

And her joy so early ftowa. 

Till npon my hands (now hardened 

With the rough, harsh toil of years) 
Bitter drops of angiuBh felling. 

Woke me from my dream, to tcais ; 
Woke mo as a slave, an ontcast. 

Leagues from home, across the deep ; 
So — though yon may call it childish— 

So I sobbed myself to sleeii. 

Well, the years sped on — my Sorrow, 

Calmer, and yet stronger grown, 
Was my shield against all sufiering 

Poorer, meaner than her own. 
Thus my croel maKter's harshness 

Foli upon me all in vain, 
Tet the tale of what we sniftred 

Echoed bach from main to maia. 
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HOMEWARD BOVND. 
Ton have heard in a far country 

Of a self-devoted, band, 
Vowed to rescne Christiaii capdves 

Fining in a foreign land. 
And these gentle-hearted strangers 

Year by year go forth from Rome, 
In thuir hands tho hard-earned ransom, 

To restore some exiles home. 

I was freed ; they broke the tidings 

Gently to me: but indeed 
Hour by hour sped on, I knew not 

What the words meant — I was freed ! 
Better so, perhaps ; while Borrow 

(More akin to earthly tilings j 
Only strains the sad heart's fibres, 

Joy, bright stranger, breaks the strings 

Yet at. la£t it rushed npon me, 
And my heart heat tiiU and fast ; 

What were now my years of waiting. 
What was all the dreary past ? 

Nothing — to the impatient throbbing 
I most bear across the sea : 

lel 

How the voy^ie passed I know not ( 

Strange it was onee more to stand 
With my conntrymen around me. 

And to clasp an English hand- 
But, through all, my heart was dreaming 

Of the first words T should hear. 
In the gentle voice tliat echoed, 

Fresh as ever, on my ear. 
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HOMEWARD BOUND. 
Should I see her start of wonder. 

And the Eudden Crath arise, 
Flushing all her feco and lightening 

The tOmmed splendor of her ejcs t 
Oh ! to watch the fear and doubting 

Stir tho Eilent depths of pain, 
And the rush of joy — then melting 

Into perfect peace ^ain. 

And the ehild ! — but why remember 

FooIiBh fancies that I tJiought 1 
Eyerj tree and evray hedge-row 

From the well-known past I brongbt; 
I would picture my dear cottage, 

Sec the crackling wood-fire bum. 
And t]ie two beside it seated, 

TVatcMng, waiting, my returzi. 

So at last we reached the harbor. 

I remember notiiing more 
Till I stood, my sick heait throbbing. 

With my hand upon llie door. 
There I paused — I heard her speaMng ; 

IjOw, soft, murmuring words she said; 
Then I first knew tho dumb terror 

I had had lest she were dead- 
It was evening in late autumn. 

And the gusty wind blew chill ; 
Antnmn hiaves weio falling round me. 

And the red sun lit the hill. 
Six-and-twenty years are vanished 

Sineo then, — I am old and gray, — 
But I never lold to mortal 

What I saw, until this day. 
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HOMEWARD BOVJVJJ. 
She was seated b7 the fire, 

In her arms she held a child, 
Whispering baby.words caressing^, 

And then, looking ap, she smiled; 
Smiled on him who stood beside her— 

Oh I the bitter tnith was told, 
lo her look of trusting fandness — 

I liad seen the look of old ! 
But she rose and tamed towards me 

( Cold and dumb I waited there) 
With a shricli. of fear and terror. 

And a while face of deai>aJr. 
He had been an andent comrade — 

Not a, single word we said. 
While we gazed upon each other. 

He the living : 1 the dead 1 

I drew nearer, nearer to her, 

And I took, her trembhng hand, 
Looking on her white fiice, looking 

That her heart might andecEtand 
All the lovo and all the pitj 

That my lips refiieed to say. 
I thank God no thought save sorrow 

Hose in our crushed hearts that Aay. 

Bitter tears that desolate moment. 

Bitter, bitter tears we wept. 
We three broken hearts together, 

While the hahy smiled and slept. 
Tears alone — no words were spolten. 

Till ho — tall her husband said 
That my boy, (I had foi^otten 

The poor child,J that he was dead. 
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LIFE AND DBA TB. 
Tlien at last I rose, and, turning. 

Wrung his hand, hnt made no sipi ; 
And I stooped and kissed tier forehead 

Once more, as if she ware mine. 
Nothing of farewell J uttered, 

Save in hrofcen words to pcay 
That Grod would «ver gasxA and bless hta 

Then in Eilence passed away. 

Over the great restless ocean 

Six-and-twenij' years I roam ; 
All my comrades, old and weary. 

Have gone back W} die at home. 
Home ] fcs, I shall reach a haven, 

I, loo, shall reach home and rest ; 
I shall find her waiting for me 

With our baby on her breast. 



LIFE AND DEATH. 

I^Kg^HAT is Life, father 1 " 
g^^/S " A battle, my child, 

^WiMw Where the strongest lance may fail, 
jOb£^M& Where iho wariest eyes may be beguiled 
And the stoutest heart may quail. 
Where the fbea are gathered on every hand, 

And rest not day or night. 
And the feeble little oneis must stand 
In the thickest of the fight." 
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NOW. 4S 

" Wliat is Death, Either ? " 

" The rest, my child. 

When Ihe strife and the toil ore o'or ; 
The angel of God, who, calm and mild. 

Says we neud fight no more ; 
Who, driving away the demon band. 

Bids the din of the battle ccaao ; 
Takes banner and spear from our failing hand. 

And proclaims an eternal peace." 

"Let IT 

ield in that terribi 

" The crown must be won for heaven, dear. 

In the battle-field of life ; 
My child, though thy foca are strong and tried. 

He loveth the weak and small ; 
The angels of heaven are OE thy aide. 

And God ia over all!" 



^a^wllSE ! for the day is passing, 
W^^^ And you lie dreaming on ; 
^wKw '^'"^ others have bnckled their at 
a5^?[| And forth 10 the tight aro go: 
A plai't in Iho tanks awaits you. 

Each man hss some part to play ; 

The Past and the Futnre are nottiiug. 

In the fece of the stern To-daj. 
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NOW. 
Rise from your dreams of the Future, — 

Of gaining some Imrd-fbughl field 
or stormiDg eome airy fortress. 

Or bidding some ^tint jdeld ; 
Your Puturc lias deeds of glory, 

Of honor (God grant it may !) 
But jour arm will never be etronget. 

Or llio need so great as To-day. 

Kise ! if the Past detains yon. 

Her suDshiDe and Btorms forget; 
No chains so unworthy to hold you 

As those of a vain regret; 
Sad or bright, she is lilulcES ever ; 

Cast her phaotom arms away. 
Nor look back, save to leara the lesson 

Of a nobler strife To-day. 

lUse 1 for the day is passing ; 

The sound tliat yon scarcely hear 
Is the enemy marching to battle : 

Arisel for the foe is here 1 
Stay not to sharpen your weapons, 

Or the hoar will strike at last, 
When, from dreams of a coming battl^ 

Yon may wake lo find it pttst 1 
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CLEANSING FIRES 



CLEANSING FIRES 



^^(^jET ihy gold be cast in (he ftimace, 
j^^agE Thy red gold, predons and bright) 
M \^^s Uo not fear the hungry fire, 
a^s^l With its caverns of burning light; 
And thy gold shall return more precious. 

Free from every spot and ettiiu; 
For gold must be tried by fire, 
As a heait, mu£C be tiicd by p^ I 

In the cruel fire of Sorrow 

Cast thy heart, do not faint or wail ; 
Let thy hand be firm and steady. 

Do not let thy spirit quail ; 
But wait till the trial is orer. 

And take thy hefirt i^aan ; 
For as cold is tried by fire. 

So a lieatt must tie tried by pain ! 

I shall know by the gleam and glitter 

Of the golden chain you wear, 
By your heart's calm strength in loving 

Of the lire they haye had to bear. 
Beat on, trae heart, forever ; 

Shine bright, strong golden chain ; 
And bless the cleansing fire, 

And the furnace of living iwdn I 
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THE VOICE or THE WIND. 



TIIE VOICE OF THE WIND. 



«0g)^"ET us throw more logs on tho firel 
^^^^1 Wo have need of a cheerful light, 
^^^Sl ■^'^ *''"'*'' round tho hearth to gathen 
■@JV-^£| For the wind haa risen to-night. 
With the mournful sound of its wailing 

It haa checked the children's glee, 
And it calls with a louder clamor 
Than tho clamor of the sea. 

Hark to the voice of the wind ! 

Let us listen to what it is saying, 

Let us hearken to where it has been ; 
Tor it tells, in its terrible crying. 

The fearlnl sights it has seen. 
It clatters loud at the casements, 

Bound the house it hurries on. 
And sluieka with redoubled fury 

When we say, " The blast is gone 1 " 
Hark to the voice of the windl 

It has beca on the field of battle, 

Where the dying and wonnded lie ; 
And it brii^ the last groan they uttered. 

And the ravenous vulture's cry. 
It has been where the icebergs were meeting, 

And closed with a fearful crash : 
On shores where no foot has wandered 

It lias heard the waters dash. 

Hark to the voice of the wind 1 
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THE VOICE OF THE WIND. 4; 

It has been on (Jie desolate ocean 

When the lighlniag struck the mast ; 
It has heard the C17 of the drowning 

Who sant as it hurried past ; 
Tiie words of despair and anguish 

That were heard by no living ear. 
The gun that no signal answered. 

It brings (hem all to us here. 

Hark to the voice of the wind ! 

It has been on the lonely moorland, 

Where the treacherous snow-drift lies. 
Where the traveller, spent and weary. 

Gasped fainter and feinter cries ; 
]t has heard the ba,y of the btoodhoundi 

On the track of the hunted slave, 
T^he lash and the Curse ef lliB master. 

And the groan that the captive gave. 
Hark to the voice of the windl 

It has swept through the gloomy forest. 

Whore the sledge was urged to its speed. 
Where the howling wolves were rushing 

On the track of the panting steed. 
Where the pool was black and lonely, 

I. clught up a splash and a cry, — 
0"i J the bleak sky heard it. 

And the wind a^ it harried by. 

Hark to the voice of the innd I 

Then throw more logs on the fire. 

Since the air is btcak and cold, 
And the children arc drawing nigber, 

For the tales that the wind has told. 
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TREASURES. 



So oloaer and closer gather 

Ronad the red and crackling Kght ; 
And rejoice (while the wind ia blowing) 

We are safe and warm (o-nigjjt. 
Hark to the voice of the wind 1 



TREASURES. 



All my sonl holds dear, 
jireQ me by dark spirits 
Whom I used (o fear. 



Through long days of anguish. 
And sad nights, did Pain 

Torgo my shield, Ecdnranee, 
Bright and free irom stain I 

Doubt, in misty carcms, 
'Mid dark horrors sought^ 

Till my peerless joweJ, 
FailJi, ill me she brought. 

Sorrow, that I wearied 
Should remain so long, 

Wreathed my starry glory. 
The bright Crown of Song. 

Stiife, that racked my spirit 
Without hope or rest, 

Letl the blooming flower. 
Patience, on my breast. 
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8HINING STARS. 
firing, that I dreaded, 
Ignorant of her charms. 



So T count my treasnres, 
Stored in d&ys long past, — 

And I thank the givers. 
Whom I know at last I 



SHINING STARS. 



[HINE, je stars of hesTen, 

On a world of pain I 

: See old Time destroying 

" our hoarded gun^ 



Every stately shrine, 

All our hard-earned glory, 

Eycry dream diyino 1 



Shine, ye stars of heaven. 

On the rolling yeaie t 
See how Time, consoling. 

Dries the saddest tears, 
Bids the darkest storm-clonda 

Pass in gentle rain. 
While upspring in glory 

Flowers and dreams againl 
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WAITJNG. 

Shiac, }-c Stars of heaven. 

On a world of feur 1 
See bow Time, avenging, 

BringethjoclgmeDl hera: 
Weaving ill-won honors 

To a fiery crown ; 
Bidding hurd hearts perish ; 

Casting proad hearts down. 

Shine, ye stars of heaven. 

On the honrs' slow flight I 
See how Time, rewarding, 

Giids good deeds with light ; 
Pays with kingly meaBure ; 

lirings earth's dearest prize ; 
Or, crowned with rays diviner. 

Bids the end arise 1 



ta@!«^|HEREFORE dwell so sad and 

^M5«K With the melancholy snrgcs 
3i4si«a^ | Beating at your cottage doo 

" You shall dwell beside the castle 
Shadowed by our ancient trees ; 

And yonr lifb shall pass on gently, 
Cared for, and in rest and ease." 
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" Lartj, one who loved me tlcarlj 
Sailed for distant lands away ; 

And I wait here his returning 
UopeiiiUy from day to day. 

" To my door I bring my spinning, 

Waiuhing every ship I see ; 
Waiting, hoping, till the sonset 



" After Bimeet, at my ci 

Still I plai* a signal light ; 
Ho will Bee its well-kaown shining 

Should his ehip return at night, 

" Lady, see your infant smiling. 
With its flaxen curling hair, — 

I remember when jour mother 
Wajj a baby just as fair. 

" I was watching then, and Iioping : 
Years have brought great cliaoge to t 

To my neighbors in their cottage. 
To you QOblcs at the halL 

" Not to me, — for I am waiting, 
And tlie years hare fled so fast, 

I most look at yon to tell me 
That a weaty time has past I 

" When I hear a footstep coming 
On the shingle — years have fled -r 

Yet amid a thonBand others, 

1 sliall know his quick, light treail 
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TEE CRADLE-SONG OF THE POOR. 

" When I hear (to-night it may be) 
Some one pausing at ray door, 

I shall know the gay, soft aci«nts. 
Heard and wolcoined oft before ! 

" So each day I am more hopeful. 
He may come before the night ; 

Every eanset I feel surer 

He must come ere morning light 

"Then I thank you, noble lady. 
But I cannot do your will ; 

Where he left me he muBt iind mo, 
Waiting, watching, hoping, still 1 " 



THE CRADLE-SONG OF THE POOR 

^^WIUSH I I oannot bear to see thee 
^ TO M Sirclch thy tiny hands in vain ; 
S^BP Dear, I havo no bread to give thee, 
jer^^^l Nothing, child, to ease thy pain ! 
Wiicn God sent thee first to bless me, 

Proud, and tliaukiiil loo, was I ; 
Now, my darling, I, thy mother. 
Almost long to see thee die. 

Sleep, my darling, thou art weary; 
God is good, but life is dreary. 

I have watcheil thy beauty fading, 
And thy strength eiuk day by day. 

Soon, I know, will Want and Fever 
Take thj Uttle life away. 
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THE CRADLE-SONG OF THE POOR. 55 

Tamitie mukeB thy lather reckless, 
Hope has left both him. and mc ; 
We could floffer all, my baby. 
Had we but a crost for thoe. 

Sleep, mj darling, thou art weary ; 
God is good, but lile is dreary. 

Better Uiou shonldst perish early. 

Starve bo soon, my darling one, 
Than iu helpless sin and sorrow 

V^nly live as I have done. 
Better that thy angel spirit 

With my joy, my peace, were flown. 
Than thy heart grew cold and careless, 

Beckloss, hopeless, like my own. 

Sleep, my darling, thou art weay; 
God is good, bat life is dreaiy. 

I am wasted, dear, with hunger, 

And my brain is all opprest, 
I have BCarroly strength to press thee. 

Wan and feeble, to my breast. 
Patience, baby, God will help us, 

Death will eomo to thee and mo. 
Ho will take us to his heaven. 

Where no want or pain can be. 

Sleep, my darling, thoa art weary ; 
God is good, but Ufe is dreajy. 

Such the plant that, laic and early. 

Did we hsten, we might hear 
Close beside us, — but the thunder 

Of a city dulis our (air. 



db, Google 



BE STRONG. 

Every heart, as God's bright angel. 
Can bid one such sorrow c^bbc ; 
God liiis glory when hie children 
Bring his poor ones joy and peace I 
Listen, nearer wliilc she sings 
Sounds the fluttering of wiagsl 



^^^lE strong to hops, O Ileartl 
^W Though day is hright, 
^K| The stars can only shine 
^gKasI In the dark night. 
Be strong, O Heart of mine, 
Look loivards the light I 

Be strong to bear, Heart ! 

Nothing is vain; 
Strive not, for life ia care. 

And God sends pain ; 
Heavea is ahore, and there 

Beat will remain ! 

Be strong to kive, Heart ! 

Lore knows not wrong ; 
Diilst thou love — creatures even 

Lite were not long ; 
Bidst thou love God in heaven, 

Thotl wonldst be strong ! 
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jS^jOD gave a gift to Earth; — a child, 
^gaH Wtalt, innocent, and undcBled, 
l^g££ Opened Us iguoranC eyes and Eioilod 

It lay 30 helpless, so forlorn, 
Barth took it coldly and in scom. 
Cursing the day when it una bom. 

She gave it first a tiimishcd name, 
For heritage, a tainted fame, 
Then cradled it in want and shame. 

AH influence of Good or Eight, 
All ray of God's most holy light. 
She curtained closely from ice sight. 

Then turned her heart, her eyes away, 
Keady to look again the day 
lis little fcet began to stray. 

In dens of guilt the bahy played. 
Where sin, and sin alone, was made 
The kw that all around obeyed. 

With ready and obedient care, 

He learnt the tasks they taught him there > 

Black sin for lesson, — oaths for prayei. 

Then Earth arose, and, in her might. 
To vindicate her injured right, 
Thrust him in deeper dopiJis of night. 



db, Google 



jS GOD'S GIFTS. 

Braniling him with a deeper brand 
Of shame, he conld not uiiderataud. 
The Mon outcaat of the land. 



God gave a gift to Earth : — a child. 
Weak, innocent, dnil undcfilai, 
Opeued its ignorant eyes and smiled. 

And Earth received the gift, and cried 
Her joy and triumph far and wiiio. 
Till edio answered to her pride. 

She blest the honr when first he caino 
To take the crown of pride and fame, 
Wreathed through long ages for his iiajn< 

Then bent her utmost art and sltill 
To train tlie supply mind and will. 
And guard it from a breath of ill. 

She strewed Ms morning path with flower 
And Love, in tender dropping showers, 
Nourished the blue and dawning hours- 
She shed, in r^nbow hues of light, 
A halo round the Good and Right, 
To tempt and eharm the baby's eight 

And every aiep, of work or play, 
Was lit by some sueh dazzling ray. 
Till morniag brightened into day. 
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A TOMB m GHENT. j 

And then the World arose, B,nd said, 
Let added honors now bo slied 
On such a noble heart and head 1 

O World, bolh gifts were pnre and bright. 
Holy and sacred in God's siglit : — 
God will judge them and thee aright ! 



A TOMB IN GHENT. 

^^^1 SMILING look she had, a fignre slight, 
Stf^^af Witli cheerful air, and step both quidi 

yHegtSal A strange and fordgn look the maiden 

That SQiled the quaint Belgian dress she wore ; 

Yet the hloe, fearless eyes in her Mr fate. 

And her soft Toieo, told her of English race ; 

And ever, as she Sitted to and fro. 

She sang, (or murmured, rather,) soft and low. 

Snatches of song, as if she did not know 

That she was singing, hut Che happy load 

Of dream and thought thus from her heai^t o'er- 

flowed: 
And wliile on household cares she passed along, 
The air would bear me fragments of her song ; 
Not sneh as village mudens sing, and few 
The tramers of !^ changing mnsic knew ; 
Chants such as heaven and earth first heard of when 
The master P^estdna held the pen- 
But I with awe had often turned the pa^, 
YelloTV with lime, and half defiiced by »ge. 
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6q a TVMB m GHENT. 

And ILslenal, with an car not quite niiBldllpiJ, 

While heart and soul to the grand echo tluilled ; 

And much I marvelled, ae her caden<!e fell 

IFrom the laudate, that I knew so well. 

Into Scarlatti's minor fugne, how she 

Had learood Buch deep and Botema harmony. 

But what ehe told I set in rhjme, as meet 

To chronicle the inflnence, dim and sweet, 

"Neath wliich her young and innocent life had grown i 

Would that my words were wmple as her own. 

Many years since, an English workman went 
Over the seas, to seek a home in Ghent, 
Where English skill was prized ; nor tailed in vaini 
Small, yet enough, his hard-earned daily gain. 
He dwelt alone, — in sorrow, or in pride. 
He mixed not with the workers by hia side ; 
He seemed to care but for one present joy, — 
To tend, to watch, to teach bis sickly boy. 
Severe to all beside, yet for the child 
He eoltened his rough speech to soothinga mild ; 
For him he smiled, with him each day he walked 
Tlirougli the dark, gloomy streets ; to him he talked 
Of home, of England, and strtinge stories lold 
Of English heroes in the days of old ; 
And, (when the sunset gilded roof and spire,) 
The marvellous tale which never seemed to tire ! 
How the g^lt dr^on, glaring fiercely down 
From the great belfry, watching all the town. 
Was brought, a trophy of the wars divine. 
By a Crtiaader from far Palestine, 
And given to Bmgos ; and how Ghent arose. 
And how they struggled long as deadly fooa, 
Till Ghent, one night, by a brave soldier's skill. 
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A TOSfB IN GHENT. 6l 

Stole the great dragon ; and she keeps it stilL 
One day the dragira — so 't is said — will rise, 
Spread his bcight wings, and glitter in the Bki<;s, 
And over desert lands and azure seas 
Will seek his home 'mid palm and cedar trees. 
So, as he passed the belfry every day. 
The boy would look if it were flown away ; 
Each day surprised lo And it watching there. 
Above him, as he crossed the ancient squaru. 
To seek the great cathedral, that had grown 
A home for him — mjaicrious and his own. 

Dim with dark sIiadowB of the ages past, 
St. Bavon stands, EOlemn and rich and vast ; 
The slender pillars, in long ristaa spread. 
Like forest arches meet and close o'erhead ; 
So high that, hke a weak and donbdng prayer, 
Bre it can float to the carred angels there. 
The silver elouded inceose tiuuts in air : 
Only the oi^an's voice, with pcal on peal. 
Can mount to where those tar-off angels kneel. 
Here the pale boy, beneath a low side-arch. 
Would Ustcn to its solemn chant or march ; 
Folding his little hands, his simple prayer 
Melted in childish dreams, and both in air : 
■WTiile the great organ over all would roll, 
Speaking strange secrets to his innocent soul. 
Bearing on eagle-wings the great desire 
Of all tiio kneeling throng, and piercing higher 
Than at^ht but love and prayer can roach, until 
Only the silence seemed to listen still ; 
Or gathering like a sea stiU more and more. 
Break in melodious waves at heaven's door. 
And then fill, slow and soft, in lender nun, 
Upon the pleading, loi^^g hearts again. 
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6i A TOMB IN GBkiVT. 

Then he would watch the rosy sunlight glow. 
That CTCpl; along f he marble floor bulow, 
Passing, aa life does, with the passing hours. 
Now by a shrine all rich with gems and flowers. 
Now on the brazen lotleia of a tumb. 
Then, leaving it again to shade and gloom, 
And creeping on, Vt show, distinct and quaint. 
The kneeling figure of some marble saint : 
Or lighting up the carvings strange and rare. 
That told of potient toil, and reverent care ; 
Ivy that trembled on the spray, and ears 
Of heavy com, and slender buhush spears. 
And all the thoiuand tangled weeds that grow 
In summer, where the silver rivers flow ; 
And demon-heads grotesque, that seemed to glara 
In impotent wrath on all the beauty there : 
Then the gold rays up pilhired sh^ would climb. 
And so be drawn to heaven, at evening time. 
And deeper silence, darker shadows flowed 
On all around, only the windows glowed 
With blazoned gbry, like the shields of light 
Arch^igela bear, who. armed with love and might, 
Watch upon heaven's battlements at night. 
Then all was shade ; the silver lamps that gleamed, 
Lost in tbe daylight, in the darkness seemed 
Like sparks of fire in the dim aisles to shine, 
Or trembling stars before each separate sbrine. 
Grown half airaid, the child would leave tlicm Ihertv 
And come out, blinded by the noisy glare 
That burst upon him irom Ch^ busy square. 

Tbe church was thus his home for rest or play ; 
And as he came and went again each day, 
The pictured feces that he knew so well 
Seemed to smile on him welcome aJid ferewelL 
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A TOMB IN GHENT. 6j 

But holier, ftnd dearer far than all, 
One saKraJ spot his own he loved to oajl ; 
Save itt middttf, half-hidden by the gloom ; 
The people c^l it The White Maiden's Tomb : 
For there she stands ; her folded handii aro ptesaed 
Together, and laid softlj on her breast. 
As if she wiuled but a word lo rise 
From the dull earth, and pass to tlio blue skies ; 
Her lipa expectant part, she holds her breath. 
As listeiiing for the angel voice of death. 
None know how vaaaj years have seen her so. 
Or what the name of her who sleeps below. 
And here the child wonU come, and stjive to ti'acc^ 
Through the dim twilight, the puio, gentle hoe 
He loved so well, and here he ott would bring 
Some violet-blossom of the early spring. 
And, climbing softly by the fretted stand. 
Not to distarb her, lay it in her hand ; 
Or, whiapering a soft, loving message ivjeet, 
Would stoop and kiss the little marble liiet. 
So, when the organ's pealing musii^ rang. 
He thought amid the gloom the Maiden sang ; 
With reverent, simple faith by her he knelt. 
And fencied -what iie thought, and what she tdt; 
" Glory to God," re-echoed from her voice. 
And (hen his little spirit would rejoice ; 
Or when the Requiem sobbed upon the air. 
His baby tears dropped with her monmful prayer- 

So yesra fled on, while childish fancies post. 
The childish love and simple faith conld last 
The artist-soul awoke in him, the Same 
Of genius, like the Ij^bt of Heaven, came 
Upon his brain, and (as it will, if true) 
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It tOHcheil Ilia heart and lit his Epirit, too. 
Hi:; latlier saw, and with a proud ronteut 
Lot him forsake the toil where he luid spent 
His youth's first jeara, and on one happy day 
Of pride, before the old man passed away, 
He stood with quivering lips, and the big tears 
Upon his cheek, and heaJil the ilroam of years 
Livli^ and speaking to hia very heart, — 
Tho low, hushed nmrmnr at the wondrous art 
Of him who with jonQg, trBiabling fingers made 
The great church-organ answer as he played ; 
And, as the uncertain sound grew full and strong, 
Eush with harmonious spirit-wiuga along. 
And thrill with master-power the breathless throng 

Tho old man died, and years passed on, and stiU 
The young muaidan bent his heart and will 
To his dear toil. St. Bavon now had grown 
More d«ar to him, and even more his own ; 
And as he left it every night he prayed 
A moment by the archway in the shade. 
Kneeling once more within the sacred gloom 
Where flie White Maiden watched upon her tomb. 
His hopes of travel and a worlil-ivide lamo. 
Cold Time had sobered, and his fragile frame ; 
Content at last only in dreams to roam. 
Away from the tranquillity of home ; 
Content that the poor dwellers by his side 
Saw in hiju bat the gentle friend and guide. 
The patient counsellor in the poor strife 
And petty details of their common life. 
Who comfhrted where woe and grief might fall. 
Nor slighted any pain or want as small. 
But whose great heart took in and fell for all. 
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A TOMB m GHENT. 6; 

Still he grew famous ; — many came to be 
His papils in the ait of harmony. 
One day a voice floated BO pure and free 
Above his music, that he turned to see 
What an^l sang, and saw before his ejrea, 
What made Ms heart leap with a Strang Burprise, 
His owu White Maiden, calm, and pore, and mild. 
As in his childish dreams she sang and smiled ; 
Her eyes raised up to Heayen, her lips apart. 
And music overflowing from her heart. 
Bat the &int blush that tinged her cheek betrayed 
Ko marble statue, but a living maid ; 
Perplexed and startled at his wondering look. 
Her mstling scoie of Moiart's Sanctus shook ; 
The uncertMn notes, like birds within a snare. 
Fluttered and died upon the trembling air. 

Days passed ; each momii^ saw the Quudea 

Her eyes cast down, her lesson in her hand. 
Eager to study, never weary, while 
Repaid by the approving wqrd or smile 
Of her kind master ; days and months fled on ; 
One day the pupil from ihe ehoir waa gone ; 
Gone to take light, and joy, and youth once laatt 
Within the poor musician's humble door ; 
And to repay, with gentle, happy art, 
The debt so many owed his generous heart. 
And now, indeed, was one who knew and felt 
That a great gift of Giod within him dwelt ; 
One who conld listen, who could undei^tand. 
Whose idle work dropped from her slackened hand. 
While ivith wet eyes entranced she stood, nor koe 
How tlie melodious wingfcd hours flew ; 
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Who lOTOd his art es none had loved before. 
Yet prized the noble, l<indcr spirit more. 
While the great organ brought from far and near 
Lovers of harmony to praise and hear. 
Unmarked by aught save what filled every day, 
Dnty, aJid toil, and rest, years passed away ; 
And now by the low archway in the shade 
Beside her mother knelt a little maid. 
Who through the great cathedral learned to roani, 
Climb to the choir, and bring her father home ; 
And stand, demure and solemn by his side. 
Patient till the last echo softly died; 
Then place her little hand iti his, and go 
Down the dark winding Etair to where behiw 
The motlier knelt, within the gathering gloom 
Waiting and praying by the Maiden's Tomb- 
So their liie went, until, one winter's day. 
Father and child came there alone to pray, — 
Tho mother, gentle soul, had fled away 1 
Their Ufe was altered now, and yet the child 
Forgot her passionato grief in lime, and smiled. 
Half wondering why, when sprii^s fresh breenji 

To see her (^&sr was no more the same. 

Half guessing at the shadow of his pain. 

And then contented if he smiled again, 

A sad, eold smile, ihat passed in tears away, 

As leassured she ran onee more to play. 

And now each year that added grace to grace, 

!Presh bloom and sunshine to the young girl's &ce^ 

Brought a strange light in the musician's eyes. 

As if he saw Eome starry hope arise. 

Breaking upon the midnight of sad skies. 
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It might lie so : more feeble jcar by year, 

The wanderer to his resting-place drew near. 

One day the Gloria ho could play no more 

Echoed its grand rejoicing aa of yore ; 

His hands wore clasped, hie weary head was laid. 

Upon tho tomb where the White Maiden prayed ; 

Where the child's love first dawned, Ms sou! first 

Tho old man's heart there throblicd its last and broke,. 
The grave cathedral that had nursed his yontb. 
Had helped his dieaming, and had taught him truth, 
Had seen his hoyish grief and baby tears. 
And watched the sorrows and the joys of years. 
Had lit his feme and hope with Eacrcd rays. 
And consecrated sad and happy days. 
Had blessed his happiness, and soothed his p^, 
Now l«ok her feilhM servant home again. 

He rests in peace ; some travellers mention yet 
An organist whose name they all fiji^t. 
He has a hoher and a nobler feme 
By poor men's hearths, who love and bless the nami 
Of a ynd friend ; and in low tones lo-day 
Speak tenderly of him who passed away. 
Too poor to help the daughter of their Irioiul, 
They grieved to see the little pittance end ; 
To see her toil and strive with cheerful heart. 
To bear the lonely orphan's struggling part ; 
They grieved to see her go at last alone 
To English kinsman she had never known : 
And here she came ; the foreign girl soon found 
Welcome, and love, and plenty ail around, 
And hero she pays it back with earnest will. 
By well-taught housewife watchliilueBs and skill; 
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Deep in her heart she holds her falher'a name. 
And tenderly and proudly keeps his fame ; 
And while she works with thrifty Belgian care. 
Past dreams of childhood float npon the air ; 
Some strange old chant, or Eolumn Latin hymn, 
That eohocd throngh the old cathedral dim. 
When as a little child each, day she went 
To kneel and pray by an old tomb in Ghent. 



THE ANGEL OF DEATH. 

&IHY shonldst thon tear the beautiful 

W| angel, Death, 

M Who wmta thee at the porBJs of lh« 



How many a tranqoil soul has passed away, 
Fled gladly from fierce pain and pleasures dim. 

To the eternal splendor of the day ; 

And many a troubled heart still calls for him. 



8 hopes, its fears, iu 
a world so drear. 
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Will Eoothe the terrora of thy tronbled brain. 
And bid the shadow of earth's grief depart. 

Ho will give back what neither lime, nor might, 
Nor passionate prayer, nor longing hope restore, 

(Diar a£ to long-blind eyes rocovared sight,) 
lie will give batk those who are gone before. 

O, what were life, if life were a!l ! Thine eyes 
Are blinded by their tears, or thou wouldst see 

Tliy treasures wait thee ia the far-olf skies. 

And Death, thy friend, will give them all to thee. 



A DREAM. 

^^JI^ILL yesterday I viae spinning, 
^^^^ Sitting alone in the sun; 
KJm^a And the dream that I spun wa 
E^^B| lengthy, 

It lasted till day was done. 

I heeded not cloud or shadow 

That flitted over the hill. 
Or the bnmming-bees, or the swallows. 

Or the triekJing of the rill. 

1 took the threads for my spionii^. 

All of blue summer air. 
And a flickering lay of sunlight 

Was woven in here and there. 
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TITE PRESENT. 

Tho ehadows grew longer and loogeTj 

The eyening wind passed by, 
And the purple splendor of sunset 

Was floodicig the western ekj. 

But I eonld not leare my spiniiing, 
For so fitir my dream had grown, 

I heeded not, hour hy hour, 
How the Bilent day had flown. 

At ]ast the gray shadows fell round me. 
And the night <ame dark and chill. 

And I roso and tan down tlie valley. 
And left it all on tho hill. 

I went up the hill this morning 

To tho plaiie where my apinning lay, — 
There was nothii^ bnt glistening dewdroji* 

Remained of my dream to-day. 



TIIE PEESEKT. 



(^eg]0 not crouch to-day, and worship 
^^^ The old Past, whose life is fied ; 
^^/» Hush your voice to tender reverence ; 
gw^sl Crowned he hea, but cold and dead ; 
For tiie Present reigns our monarch. 

With an added n^eight of hours ; 
Honor her, for she is mighty I 
Honor her, for she ia ours 1 
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CBJ.NGES. 

See the shadows of his heroes 

Girl around her cloudy throne ; 
Every day the ranks are slrcnglliened 

By great hearts to him unknown ; 
Noble things iJic great Past promised. 

Holy dreams, both Btrungc and now ; 
But the Present shall fulfil them, 

What ha promised she shall do. 
She inherits all his treasnrGS, 

She ii heir (o all his fame. 
And the light that lightens round her 

Is the lustre of his name ; 
8he ia wise with all his wisdom. 

Living on his grave she stands, 
On her brow she bears his laurels. 

And ills harvest in her hands. 
Coward, can she reign and conquer 

If we thus her glory dim ) 
I*t ua fight for her as nohly 

As our Others fought for him. 
God, who crowns the dying ^es. 

Bids her rule, and us ohej, — 
Bids UB cast our lives before her, 

Bids us Ecrve the great To-day. 



ijOUHN, O rsjoidng heart I 

I The hours aro flying ; 

I Bach one some treasure takes, 

[I Each oQc some blossom break*. 
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STRIVE, WAIT, AND PSAT. 

And leaves it djing ; 
The chill dark night draws near. 

Thy aun will eoon depart. 

And leave thee sighing ; 
Then roanm, rejoicing heart. 

The hours aie Qjiug t 

Eqoice, grieving heart ! 

The hoars fly &at ; 
With each some sorrow dies. 
With each Eome shadow flies. 

Until at k£t 
The red dawn in the east 

Bids weary night depart. 

And pain is past. 
Rejoice then, grieving heart. 

The hours fly fast I 



STKIVE, WAIT, AND PEAT. 

ggo^TRIVE i yet I do not promise 
,^^^ The prize you dream of to-day 
^Sl^jWill not lade when you think to grasp i^ 
^^fej And meit in your hand away ; 
Bnt another and holier treasiu^. 

Yon wonld now perchance diadaia. 
Will come when your toil is over. 
And pay you for all yonr pain. 
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A LAMEST FOR THE SUMMER. 
Will not come with its radiaace vftoished. 

And a shadow upon its brow ; 
Tet far through the misty future. 

With ft crown of starry light, 
An hour of joy you knoiv not 

Is wiDging her eilent flight. 

Pray ; though the gift yon e^ for 

May never comfort your feara, 
May never repay your pleading, 

Yet pray, and with hopeful tears ; 
An answer, not thai you long for. 

But diviner, will corae oue day ; 
Tour eyes are too dim to see it. 

Yet strive, aud wait, and pray. 



A LAMEST FOR THE SUMMER. 



OAN, O ye Autumn Winds ! 
Summer haa fled. 
The flowers have closed their tendei 
leaves and die; 
The lily's gracious head 
All lo>* must lie, 

Because the gentle Summer now is dead. 

Giiovo, O ye Autumn Winds ! 
Summer lies low ; 
The rose's trembling leaves will soon he shed. 



le her lovii^ children go. 
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H THE UNKNOWN GRAVK. 

Wail, ye Aatamn Winds ! 
She lives no more, 
TliB gentle Summer, with her balniy breath. 

Still sweeter than before 
When nearer deatfij 

And brighter every day the smile she wore ! 

Monra, mourn, Autumn Winds, 

Lament and mourn ; 
How many half-blown buds must close and die ; 

Hopes with the Summer born 
AU faded lie. 

And leave ns desolate and Earth forlorn ! 



TOE UKKNOWN GRAVE. 

tiaj^lO name to bid us know 
Sj^lg Who rests below, 
nfS*^ No word of death or birth, 
q f^=^ Only the grasfl's ware. 
Over a moand of earth, 
Over a uamelesa grave. 

Did this poor wandering heart 

In pain depart? 
Longing, but all too late. 

For the calm home again. 
Where patient watchers wait. 

And still will wait in vain. 

Did mourners come in scorn. 
And thus forlorn 
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GIVE ME THY HEART. 
leave him, wiih grief and shame. 

To silence and deray. 
And hide the Mroished name 

Of the nQconeciouB clay ? 

It may be &om his side 
His loved ones died. 
And, last of some bright band. 



No matter, — limes have made 

As cool a Kh^e, 
And lingering breezes pass 

As tenderly and slow. 
As if beneath the grass 

A monarch slept below. 

Ho grief, ihongh loud and deep. 

Could stir that sleep ; 
And earth and heaven tell 

Of rest tliat shall not cease, 
Where the cold world's farewell 

Fades iata endless peace. 



GIVE ME THY HEAET. 

SIXTH echoing steps the worehippcra 
Ki Departed one by one ; 
til The organ's pealing voice was sfillei 
^ The lespor hymn was done ; 
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t6 aiV£ ME TEY BEAUT. 

The ehadowB fell from roof and arch. 

Dim waa the incensed air, 
One lamp alone, with trembling ray. 
Told of the Presence there I 

In the dark church she knelt alone ; 

Her tears were falling &et ; 
" Help, Lord," she cried, " Iho shades of death 

Upon my aonl are cast ! 
Have I not ehunned the path of sin. 

And chosen the better part ? " 
What voice came through tlie eacred ur l — 

" M^ child, give me thij Heart 1 " 

"HaTe I not laid before Thy ehrine 

My wealth, Lord ? " ehe cried ; 
" Have I kept anght of gema or gold. 

To minister to pride ? 
Bave I not bade youth's joys retire. 

And vain doEighte depart 'i" — 
Bnt sad and tender was the voice, — 

" Mji child, give me thy Heart I " 

" Have I not, Lord, gone day by day 

Where Thy poor children dwell ; 
And carried help, and gold, and foodi 

Lord, Thou knowest it well I 
From many a house, from many a aonl. 

My hand bids care depart " : — 
More sad, more tender was the voice, — 

" Mij child, ffive me Ihg Heart I " 
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GIVE ME TBY HEART. 

Ilftve I not watched and wopt 1 " she cried ; 

" Did Thy dear Sainte do more ■>. 
Have I not gained Thy grace, O Lord, 

And won in Heaven my part } " — 
It echoed louder in her sottl, — 

" My child, give Die thy Heart 1 

" Tor I have loved thee with a love 

No mortal heart can allow ; 
A love BO deep, my Saints in heaven 

When pierced and wounded on the Cross, 
Man's sin and doom were mine, 

I loved thee with undying love, 
Immortal and divine I 

" I loved thee ere the skies were spread ; 

My soul bears all thy pains ; 
To gain thy love my sacred Heart 

Iq earthly shrines romaina : 
Vdn are thy offerings, vain thy sighi, 

Without one gift divine; 
Give it, my child, thy Heart to me. 

And it shall rest in mine I " 

In awe she listened, and the shade 

Passed ftom her soul away ; 
In low and trembling voice she cried, — 

" Lord, help me to obey ! 
Break Thou the chains of earth, O Lord, 

That bind and hold my heart ; 
Let it be Thine, and Thine alone. 

Let nouo with Thee have part. 
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THE WAYSIDE Hflf. 

•' Send do^vn, O Lord, Thy sacred fli» 

Conanme tmd cicanso the sin 
That lingeis still within its depths ; 

Let heavenlj love begin- 
That sacred flame Thj Saints have km 

Kindle, O Lord, in mo, 
Thou above all the rest forever. 

And aU the rest in Thee." 

The bleeding fell upon her soul ; 

Her angel by her side 
Know that the hour of peace was como 

Her sonl was purified : 
The shadows Ml trom roof and arch. 

Dim was the incensed air, — 



THE WAYSIDE INK. 



P^^l LITTLE past the village 
W^^^ The Inn stood, low and white; 
?m^ Green shady frees behind it, 
S^^B And an orchard on the right; 
Wljere over the green paling 

The rcd-cheeked applts bung, 
As if to watch how wearily 

The sign-board creaked and swung. 
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TBE WAYSIDE INN. 
The haavy-ladea branehea. 

Over the road hung low, 
Eefleded fruit oc blossom 

From the wurside well below ; 
Where children, drawing water. 

Looked up and paused to see. 
Amid the apple-branches, 

A purple Judas-Tree. 
The road stretched winding onward 

Por many a weary mile, — 
So dnsty, fbot-soro wanderora 

Would pause and rest awhile; 
And panting horses halted. 

And travellocs loved to tell 
The quiet of the wayside inn. 

The orchard, aad the well. 

Here Maurice dwelt ; and often 

The sunlmcnt boy would stand 
Gazing upon the distance. 

And shading with his hand 
His eyes, while watching rainly 

For travellers, who might need 
His fdd to loose the bridle. 

And tend the weary steed. 

And once (the boy remembered 

That morning many a day, — 
The dew lay on the hawthorn. 

The bird sang on the spray) 
A train of horsemen, nobler 

Than he had seen before, 
Up from the distance gaJlopefl, 

And halted at the door. 
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TBE WAYSIDE IN!f. 
Upon a milk-whitfi pony, 

iFit for a faery queen, 
Was llie loveliest little damsel 

Hia eyes had erer seen : 
A serving-man waa holding 

The leading rein, to guide 
The pony and its mistress, 

Who eaJitccud by his side. 
Hec sunny ringlets round her 

A golden clond had made. 
While her large hat was keeping 

Her caJm. blue eyes in shade ; 
One hand held ^t the silken ream 

To keep her Bleed in c^heck. 
The other pulied his tangled mane, 

Or Btroked his glossy neck. 

Acd OB tlie hoy hrought water. 

And loosed the rein, he heard 
The sweetest voice that thanked him 

In one low gentle word ; 
She turned her bine eyes &om him, 

Looked up, and smiled to see 
The hanging purple blossoms 

Upon the Judas-Tree ; 

And showed it with a gestnre. 

Half pleading, half command. 
Till he broke the fairest blossom. 

And laid it in her hand ; 
And she tied it to her saddle 

With a ribbon from hef hair. 
While her happy laugh rang gayly. 

Like silver on the air. 
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THE WAYSIDE INN. Ei 

Bnt tha champing slecda wore rested, — 

The horsemen now spurred on. 
And down, the dusty higWay 

They Tanished and were gone. 
Years passed, and maity a traveller 

Paused at the old inn-door, 
Bat the Uttle milk-white ponj 

And the child returned no more. 

Years passed, the apple-brauclies 

A deeper sliadow shed ; 
And manj a time the Judae-Tiee, 

Blossom and leaf, lay dead ; 
When on the loitering western breezo 

Came the bells' merry sound, 
Aod flowery arches rose, and Dag> 

And banners waved around. 

Maurice stood there expectant : 

The bridal train would stay 
Some moments at the inn-door. 

The eager watchers say ; 
They come, — the cloud of dust draws near,— 

'Mid all ihe stale and pride, 
He only sees the golden hair 

And blue eyes of the bride. 

The same, yet. ah, still feirer ; 

Ho knew the &eo once more 
That bent above the pony's dci± 

Years past at that inn-door : 
Her shy and smiling eyes looked roand. 

Unconscious of the place, 
TJoconscious of the eager gaze 

Uo tixcd upon her &ce. 
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THE WAYSIDE INN. 
He plnckcd a blossom from the Iree — 

The Judas-Tree — and cast 
Its purple fr^ranee towards the Bride, 

A message from the Past. 
The signal came, the horses plunged, -— 

Once more she smiled around; 
The purple blossom in the dnst 

Laj trampled on the ground. 
Again ihe slow jears fleeted. 

Their passage only known 
By the height the Paission-flower 

Around the porch had grown ; 
And many a passing traveller 

Paused at the old inn-door, 
But the bride, so fair and blooming. 

The bride returned no more. 

One winter morning, Maurice, 

Watching the branches bare^ 
Bustling and waving dimly 

In the gray anil misty air. 
Saw blazoned on a carriage 

Once more the well-known shield 
The stars and azure fleurs-de-lia 

Upon a silver iield. 

He looked — was that pale woman. 

The child, onco young and smiling. 
The bride, once fair and glad 1 

What grief had dimmed that gloty. 
And brODght that dark eclipse 

Upon lier blue eyes' radiance, 
And paled those trembling lip* t 
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T3E WAYSIDE INK. 

What memory of past sorrow. 

What stab of presont pain, 
Brought that deep look of anguiEh, 

That watched the diBmal rain. 
That watched (with the ahsent spirit 

Tliat looks, yet docs not aoe) 
The dead and leafless bmnches 

Upon the Judas-Tree. 
The slow dark months crept onward 

Upon their icj way. 
Till April broke in diowers, 

And Spring BTiiiled forth in May; 
Upon the applc-blosBoma 

The sun shone bright again. 
When slowly np the highway 

Came a long fnneral train. 

The bells lolled slowly, sadly, 

For a noble spirit fled ; 
Slowly, in pomp and honor. 

They bore the quiet dead. 
Upon ft black-plumed charger 

One rode, who hcid a shield. 
Where stare and azure flenre-de-Ut 

Shone on a silver iield. 

'Mid all that homage ^ven 

To a flattering heart at rest, 
Perhaps an honest sorrow 

Dwelt only in one hreait. 
One by the inn-door standing 

Watched, with fast-dropping teari 
The long procession passing, 

And thought of bygone years. 
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VOICES OF THE FAST. 
The boyish, silent homage 

To child and bride unknown. 
The pitying lender Borrow 

Kept in hi^ heart alone. 
Now lud npon the coffin 

With a purple flower, might bo 
Told to the told, dead sleeper ; — 

The rest could only eeo 
A (raBrant purple blossom, 

Pluckid from & Judas-Tree. 



VOICES OF THE PAST. 

jv^wiOU wonder that my t^ars should flow 
]^^ In listening to that simpli; strain ; 
£^^ That those unskilfiil sounds should fill 
Ng'^l My Buul with joy and pain : 
How can jou tell what thoughts it stirs 
Within my heart again J 

Tou wonder why that common phrase. 

So all unmeaning to your ear, 
Should stay me in my merriest mood. 

And thrill my soul to hear : 
How can you tell what ancient charm 

Has made me hold it dear 1 

Yon marvel that I tarn away 

ITrom e!! those flowers so lair and bright, 
And gaze at this poor herb, till tears 

ilrise and dim my sight ; 
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THE DARK SIDE. 

You cannot toll liow every leaf 
Breathea of a. past delight. 

Yoa emUe to see me turn and speak 
With one who*e converse you ilespise ; 

You do not see the dreams of old 
That with his voiw arise : 

How can jou tell what Unks. have made 
Him sacred in my eyes ? 

these are Voices of the Paat. 

Links of a broken chain, 
Wings that can bear mc back to Times 

Which cannot come again : 
Yet God forbid that I should lose 

The echoes that )remain 1 



THE DARK SIDE. 

^^^HOU hast done well, perhaps, 
1^^ To lift the bright di^uise, 
p'^« And lay the bitter truth 
I'si^l Before our shrinking eyes ; 
When evil crawls below 

What seems eo pure and fair. 
Thine eyes are keen and tme 
To lind the serpent there : 
And yet — I lum away ; 

Thy task is not divine, — 
The evil angels look 

On earth with eyes hkc thine. 
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THE DARK SIDE. 

Thoa haet done well, perhaps, 

To show how closely wonnd 
Dark threads of EJn aod solf 

With OUT best deeds are found. 
How great and noble hearts. 

Striving for loiiy aims, 
Have still some earthly chord 

A meaner spirit claims ; 
And jet — although thy task 

Is well and fairly done, 
Methinks for such as thou 

There is a holier one. 

Shadows there are, who dwell 

Among ns, yet apart, 
Deaf to the claim of God, 

Or kindly human heart ; 
Voices of earth and heaven 

Call, bnt they turn away. 
And Love, through such black nigh^ 

Cao see no hope of day ; 
And yet — our eyes are dim, 

And thine are keener far : 
Tlien gaze till ihou canst sua 

The glimmer of some Efar. 

The black stream flows along 

Whose waters we despise, — 
Show us reflected tliere 

Some fragment of the skieB ; 
IJeath tangled thorns and briers, 

(The task is fit for thee,) 
Seek for the hidden flowers. 

We aui too blind lo see ; 
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A FIRST SORROW. 

Then will I thy great gift 
A (Town and blessing call ; 

Angels look thus on men, 
And God Bees good in all ! 



A FIEST SOKROW. 

^«|B(SE ! this day shall ibhw, 
^^ Forevermore, 
i^S To thee a star divine, 
^^ftl On Time's dark shore. 

riil now thy soul hua been 

All glad and gay ; 
Bid it awake, and look 

At grief to-day ! 



Thee and the sun ; 
Like some long childish dream 
Thy life has run : 

But now the stream has reached 

A dark, deep Eea, 
And Sorrow, dim and crowned. 



Each of God's soldiers bears 

A sword divine : 
Stretch out thy trembling hant 

To-day for thine 1 
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MURMURS. 
To wh anoinlM Priest 



Then, with slow reverent step. 

And beating heart. 
From ont tJiy jojoiB days 

Thoa must depart. 

And, lenTiag all behind. 

Come forth alone, 
To join the chosen band 

Around the ihrooe. 

Raise np thico ejea — be sUting, 

Nor cast away 
The crown that God has giYea 

Thj soul to-day ! 



^^OIHY wilt thou make bright music 
m^fii Give forth a sound of pain ? 
vSffilfl ^^V wilt thou weave feir floweri 
rjjtliii} Into a w«ary chain i 

Why turn each cool gray shadow 

Into a world of fears t 
Why say the winds are wailing 1 

Why caQ the dewdroDS tears 1 
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The voices of liappy oature, 
And the Hcavcn'3 sunny gleam, 

Eeprove thy ekk heart's fancies. 
Upbraid thj foolish dream. 

Listen, and I will Cell thee 
The song Creation sings, 

from the humming of bees in the h< 
To the Butter of angels' wings. 



Not alone did angels sing it 
To the poor shepherds' ear ; 

Bat [he sphercid Heavens chaQl it. 
While listening ages hear. 

Above thy peerish wailing 

Rises that holy song ; 
Abo\'e Earth's foolish clamor. 

Above the voice of wrong. 

No creature of God's too lowly 
To mnrmnr peace and praise ; 

When the Btarry nights grow silent, 
Then speak the suimj days. 

8u leavo thy sick heart's fancies. 
And lend thy little voice 

To the silver song of glory 
That bids thu world rejoice. 
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i^^^EE Ihe rivers (lowing 
^^^S Downwards to the saa, 
I^^W Pouring all thair treasoRS 
feswl Bountiiiil and free : 
Yot to help their giving 
Hidden springs arise ; 
Or, if need be, showers 
Feed them from the skies ! 

Watch the princclj flowers 

Their rieh fragrance spread. 
Load the air with perfumeB, 

Prom iheic beaut j shed i 
Tet their lavish spending 

Leaves them not in dearth. 
With fiiSEh lifij replenished 

By thar mother earth ! 

Give thy heart's beat treasures,'^ 

From fejr Nature learn ; 
Give thy love — and ask not. 

Wait not a return 1 
And the more thou spendest 

From thy little store. 
With a double bounty, 

God will give thee more. 
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MY JOURNAL 



MY JOtJENAL. 



(^^^]T is a dredry eyening ; 
*^^ The Bhaiiows rise and fall : 
M^^ with Gtrange and ghostly changes, 
tSfaSfcl They flidier on the walL 

Make the charred logs born brigliler; 

I will show you, by their blaze. 
The half-focgotten reeord 

Of bygone things and days. 

Bring here the andent volume ; 

The clasp is old and worn. 
The gold is dim aud tarnished. 

And the faded leaves are torn. 

The dust has gathered on it, — 

There are so few who care 
To read what Time has writKB 

Of joy and sorrow there. 

Look at the first !mr pages ; 

Tes, I remember all : 
The joys now seem so trivial. 

The gricfe so poor and smidU 

let ns read the dreams of j;!ory 

That childish fancy made ; 
Turn to the next few pages. 

And SCO how Eoon they fade. 
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MY JOURNAL. 
Here, where alill waiting, c 

For Eome ideal Life, 
The jouDg heart all nnconscioos 

Had entered on the strife. 

See how this page is blotled : 

What, eonld those tears be mine ! 
How coolly I can read jon 

Sach blurred and trembling line- 
Now I can reason calmly. 

And, looking back ^^n. 
Can see divinest meaning 

Threading each separate pain. 

Here strong resolve — how broken 
Kash hope, and foolish fear, 

And prayers, which God in pity 
Befused to grant or hear. 

Nay, I will tnm the pages 

To where the tale is told 
Of how a dawn dmner 

flushed the dark clouds with gold 

And see, that light has gilded 
The story — nor shall set ; 

And, though in mist and shadow, 
Tou know I see it yet. 

Here — well, it does not matter, 

I promised to read all ; 
I know not why I falter, 

Or why my iJiars should fall; 
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Mr JOURNAL. 

You saB each grief is noted ; 

Yet it mas better BO — 
I can rejoice to-day — iJie pain 

Whs over, long ago. 

I read — my voice is failing. 
But ;oii can understand 

How the heart beat that goiiied 
This weak and trembling hand. 

Pass over that long struggle, 
Read where Iho comfort came. 

Where the first lime is written 
Within the book joor name. 

Again it comes, and oflener. 
Linked, as it now mnst be. 

With all the joy or sorrow 
That Life may bring to me. 

Bo all the rest — you know it s 
Now shut the clasp agaiii. 

And put aside the record 
Of bygone hours of pain. 

The dust shall gather on it, 
I will not read it more : 

Give me your hand — what was it 
Wo were talking of before 3 

I know uot why — but te!! me 
Of something gay and bright. 

Ji is alrango — my heart is heaVy, 
And my eyes are dim to-night. 
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■p »[HE bond that links onr sonla together; 
|"j> Will it last through stormy weather ? 
\!''t\ ^'" ■' moalcler and decay 
'*■ 4r| Afl tlie long hours pass away J 

it stretch if Fate divide us, 
! ; ,^n dark and weary hours have tried ua 1 
0, if it look too poor and slight. 
Let OS break Che links to-night 1 

It waH not forged hy mortal hands. 

Or clasped with golden bars and bajida ; 

Save thino and mine, no other eyes 

The slender link can recognize : 

In the bright light it seems to fade — 

And it is hiddcD in the shade ; 

While Heaven nor Earth have never heard. 

Or solemn vow, or plighted word. 

Yet what no mortal hand could make. 
No mortal power can ever break ; 
What words or vows could never do. 
No words or vows can make untrue ; 
And if to other hearts mitnown 
The dearer and the more our own. 
Because too sacred and divine 
For other eyes, save thine and mine. 
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THE PILGRIMS. 

While, if too Blight it seem, to bear 
The breathings of the summer air. 
We know tbat it couid bear the weight 
Of a most heavy heart of late, 
And as each day and hour Sew 
The stronger for its bnrthen grew. 

And, too, we know and feci ^ain 
It has been sanctified by pain, 
For what God deigns to try with sorrow 
He means not to decay to-morrow ; 
Bnt through that iiery trial last 
When eartiily ties and honds are past ; 
What slighter things dai« sot cnduro 
Will make our I-ovo more safe and pure. 
Love shall be purified by Pain, 
And Pain be soothed hy Love again : 
So let us now take heart aud go 
Cheerfully on, through joy and woe ; 
No change the Enmmer sun can bring. 
Or the inconstant skica of spring. 
Or the bleak winter's stormy weather, 
For we shall meet them, Love, together! 



THE PILGRIMS. 

jCltrE way is long and dreary, 
f\ The patli is bleak and hare ; 
S > )nr feet are worn and weary, 
gj But we will not despair. 
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INCOMPLETENESS. 
More heavy was Thj Irarthen, 
More desolate Thy way ; — 
Lamb of Gocl who KkeBt 
The sin of the world away, 

Have merci/ on vs. 
Tho snows lie thick aronnd ns 
In the dark and gloomy night ; 
And the tempest wails above us, 
And the stars have hid their light; 
But blacker was iho darkness 
Bound Calvary's Cross tha.t day ; — 
O Lamb of God who takcst 
The sin of the world away. 
Have mere// oit ta. 

Our hearts are faint with sorrow. 
Heavy and liard to bear ; 
For wo dread the bitter moiiow. 
But we will not despair ; 
Thou kaowest all onr anguish. 
And Thou wilt bid it cease, — 
Lamb of God who takest 
The sin of llie world away, 
Give us Tkij Pmeel 



mCOaiPLETENESS. 

aiOTHING resting in its own completeness 
; Can have worth or beauty ; but alone 
~~ t leads and tends to &rthei 

Fuller, higher, deeper than its own. 



db, Google 



INCOMPLETENESS. gj 

Spring's real glory dwells not in the meaning, 
Gracioos though it be, of her blue hours ; 
But is liidden in her tender leaning 
To the Summer's richer wealtli of flowers. 

Dawn is fair, because the mists lade slowly 
Into Day, which floods the world with light ; 
Twilight's mystery is so sweet and holy 
Just becaose 1[ ends in starry Night. 

Childhood's amilss unconscious graces borrow 
From Strife, that in a far^>ff future lies ; 
And angel glances (v^led now by Life's soirow} 
Draw our hearts to some beloved eyes. 

Life is only bright when it proceedelh 
Towards a truer, deeper Life ai>ove ; 
Human Love is sweetest when it leadetb 
To a more divine and perfect Love. 

Learn the mystery of Progresbioa duly : 
Do not coll each glorious change, Detay ; 
But know we only hold our treasures truly. 
When it seems as if thoy passed away. 

Nor dare to blame (Jod's gifts for incomplclcnesB ; 
In that want tlieu' beauty lies ; they roll 
Towanis some infinite depth of lore aud sweetness 
Bearing onward man's relnctont soul. 
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A LEGEND OF BBEGENZ. 



A LEGEND OF BREGENZ. 

ag^tpllKT round witli nigged monntain* 
j^M The fair Lake Constanto lies ; 
^SS In her blue heart reflected 
sSawl Shiue back the stany skies ; 
And, waK'hing each white cloudlet 

Fbttt silonllj and slow, 

Tou think a piece of Heaven 

Lies on our earth helow ! 

Midnight is there : and Silence, 

Enlhronod in Heaven, looks down 
Upon her own calm mirror. 

Upon a Bleeping town ; 
For Bregenz, that quaiot city 

Upon tie Tyrol shore, 
Hob stood above Lake Conetance 

A thousand years and more. 

Her battlements and towers, 

From off their rocky steep. 
Have cast their trembling shadow 

For ages on the deep : 
Mountain, and lake, and valley, 

A sacred legend know, 
Of how tlie town was saved, one nighty 

Three hundred jeara ago. 
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A LEGEND OF BREGENZ. 
To serve in the Swiss TiJIeys, 

And toil for daily bread ; 
And every year ihat fleeied 

So Eilontly ancf last, 
Seemed to boar feither from her 

The memory of the Faat. 



Nor asked for rest or diange ; 
Hor friends seemed qo more new ones, 

Tlieir speech seemed no more strang«; 
And when she led her cattle 

To pasture every day, 
She ceased to look and wonder 

On which side Bregenz lay. 

She spoke no more of Bregenz, 

With longing and with tears j 
Her Tyrol homo seemed feded 

In » deep mist of years ; 
She hcedoiJ not the rnmors 

Of Austrian war and Strife; 
Each day she rose contented. 

To the calm toils of life. 

Tet, when her master's children 

Would clustering round her stand. 
She sang them ancient balkda 

Of her own native land ; 
And when at mom and evening 

She knelt before God's throne. 
The accenlB of her childhood 

Bose to her lips alone. 
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And so she dwelt : the valley 

More peaceful year by year ; 
When saddenly strango portOHts, 

Of some great deed seemed near. 
The golden com was bending 

UpoQ its fragile stalk, 
While tttrmers, heedless of their fielJ 

Paced up and down in talk. 

The men seemed Btom and altered. 
With looks cast on the ground ; 

With anxioos fiiees, one by one. 
The women gathered round ; 

All t^k of flax, c 



Or work, was put away ; 
The very children aeerned fttnud 
To go alone to play. 

One day, ont in the meadow 
With strangers from the town. 

The men walked tip and down. 
Vet now and then seemed watching 

A strange uncertain gleam, 
That looked like tanecs 'mid the treei, 

That stood below the stream. 

At ere they all assembled, 

Then care and doubt were fled ; 
With jovial laugh they feasted ; 

The board was nobly spread. 
The elder of the vilLige 

Eose np, his ghiss in hand, 
And cried, " We drink the downlUl 

Of an accursed land I 
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" The night is growing darker. 

Era one more da^ is fiown, 
Br^ens, our focmeu's Btronghold, 

Bvegenz eliall be our own ! " 
The women shraok in terror, 

(Yet Pride, too, had her part,) 
Bat one poor Tyrol maiden 

Jj^lt death within her heart. 
Before her stood fair Bregenz ; 

Once more her towers arose ; 
What were ihc inends beside her* 

Only her conntry's foes 1 
The faces of her kinsfolk, 

The days of childhood flown. 
The eelioes of her monotains, 

Bodaiiued her as thi^ own 1 

Nothing she heard aronnd her, 

(Though shouts rang forth again,) 
Gone were the green Swiss valleys. 

The pasture, and the plain ; 
Before her eym one vision. 

And in her heart one ciy, 
That said, " Go Ibrth, save Brogenz, 

And then, if need bo, die I " 

)^th trembling hasle and breathless. 

With noiseless step, she sped j 
^rses and weary cattle 

Were standing in the shed ; 
She loosed the strong, white ehai^er, 

That fed from out her hand, 
£Uio mounted, and she turned his head 

Towards her native land. 



db, Google 



A LEGEND OF BREGENZ. 

Out — out intfl the darkness — ■ 

Faster, and still morn fast ; 
The emooth gross Sics behind her. 

The cheetnut wood is pBst , 
She looks up \ clouds arc heavy : 

Why is her steed so slow '\ — 
Scattely the wind facside them 

Can pass them as tliey go. 

" Faster I " she cries, " &ster I " 

Eleven the church-hells chime : 
" O God," she cries, " help Bregen^ 

And bring me there in time 1 " 
But louder than bells' ringing. 

Or lowing of the Mne, 
GrowB nearer in the midnight 

The rushing of the Rhine, 

Shall not the roaring waters 

Their heaillong gallop check 1 
The steed draws back in terror. 

She leans upon his neck 
To watch the flowing darkness ; 

The bank is high and steep ; 
One pause — he staggers forward, 

And plunges in the deep. 

pieree the bla 
r throws the reic; 
Ber steed must breast the vraterB 

That dash above his mane. 
How gallantly, how nobly, 

He atmggles through the fbam. 
And see — in the far distance 
Shine out the lights of home I 
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Up the ateep banka he boars fier. 

And now, Uiey cuali ai;aia 
Towaxds the heights of Brc^tiz, 

That tower above the plain. 
They reach the eate of Br^mi, 

Just as the midnight rings, 
And oat cotse surf utid soldier 

To meet the news she brings. 

Bregenz is saved 1 Ere daylight 

Her battlements arc majined ; 
Defiance greets the army 

That marches on the land. 
And if to deeds heroic 

Should endless fame be paid, 
Bregeoz does well to honor 

The tiohlo Tyrol majd. 

Three hundred years are yanished. 

And yet upon the hill 
An old stone gateway riBes, 

To do her honor still. 
And there, when Bregcnz women 

Sit spinning in the shade, 
They see ia qosiot old CMving 

The Chai^r and the Maid. 

And when, to guard old Bregeni, 

By gaWway, street, and tower. 
The warder paees all night ktuf 

And calls each passing hour ; 
"Nine," "ten," "eleven," he cries aJouJ, 

And then (O crown of Fame !) 
When midnight pauses in the skies. 

Ho calls the maiden's name I 
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A FAEEWELL. 

^^fAEEWELL, dream ofm 
^^^ I dare not Btaj ; 
^^U The liour is come, and tinii 
^^\ Will not delay: 
Pleasant and dear to ma 

V> lit tlion remain ; 
No fntnn. lionr 
Brings thee agam. 

Slio stands, the Fntnre dim. 

And draws me on, 
And ahowB mo dearer joys, — 

But thoa art gone i 
Treasures and Hopes more bir 

Bears slie for me. 
And jet I linger, 

dream, with thee I 

Other and hrighter days 

Perhaps she brings ; 
Deeper aud holier eongs 

PerehaDce she sings ; 
Bttt thou and I, fair tint^ 
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OWING AND REAPING. 




of golden grain. 



Scatter the seai, and fear not, 

A table will bo spread ; 
What matter if you are too weary 

To eat your hani-earned bread : 
Bow, while the earth is broken. 

For the hungry must be fed. 

Sow ; — while the seeds arc lying 
In the warm eartii's bosom deep. 

And your warm tears fall upoc it, — 
They will etir in tlieir quiet sleep j 

And the green blades rise tlie quieker. 
Perchance, for the tears you weep. 

Then bow ; — for the hoars are fleetinj 
And the seed must fell to Jay ; 

And care not what hands sliall reap it. 
Or if you shall have passed away 

Bcfo-o the wiiving corn-fields 
Sliall gladden tlio sunny d^. 
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Sow ; and look onward, upward, 

Where the starry liglit appcaiB, — 
Wbcre, in spite of tlie coward's doubting. 

Or yonr own heart's trembling feara. 
Yon shall reap in joy the harvest 

You have sown to-da; ia teaia. 



THE STORM. 



^^^EinE tempest rages wild and high, 
Sngn The waves lift np their voice and ciy 
iK^m Fierce answers to the angry sky, — 
^^Mwl Miserere Ihmitie, 

Through the black night and driving rain, 
A ship is struggling, all in vain. 
To live npon the stormy main ; — 

Miserere Danine. 

The thnndera roar, the lightnings glare. 
Tain is it now to strive or dare ; 
A ciy goes up of great despair, — 

Miserere Doiaine. 

The Eiormy voices of the main. 
The moaning wind and pelting r^a 
Beat on the nursery window-pane : — • 
Miserere Domne, 
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Warm curtained was Ihe little bed. 
Soft pillowed was the Utile head ; 
" The Blorm mil wake Ihe ehild," ihey said : 
Miserere Domitie. 

Cowering among hia pillows white 
lie prajE, his blue eyes dim with friRbt, 
" rather, save those at sea to.nigbt 1 " — 
Miserere Domine. 

The morning ahono all eloac and gay. 
On a ship at anchor in the bay, 
And on a little child at play, — 

Gloria tUx Domiiie t 



fc^lOEDR are lighter than the doudJbam 
V»^ ^^ ''"^ restless ocean spray ; 
WSa Vainer than the trembling shadow 
x ^\ That the next hoiu' steals away. 
By the fall of sommer r^n-dropB 

Is thi air as deeply stirred ; 

And the rose-leaf that we tread on 

Will outlive a word. 

Yet, on the dall Hleoec breaking 
With a lightning flash, a Word, 

Bearing endless desolation 

On ita blighting wings, I heard : 
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Earth can foi^ no keener weapon, 

Dealing surer dialh and pain. 
And the cruel echo answered. 
Through long years again. 

I have known one word hang atarliko 
O'er a dreary waste of yeara. 

And it only shone the brighter 

Looked at througli a, mkt of tears ; 

While a weary wanderer gathered 
Hope and heart on Life's dark way, 

!By its faithful promise, sliining 
Clearer day by day. 

I have known a spirit, calmer 
Thaa the calmest lake, and deaf 

As the heavens that gazed upon it. 
With no wave of liope or fear ; 

But a storm had swept aiToss it. 
And its doepeet depths were stirred, 

(Never, never more to elnmber,) 
Only by a word. 

I have known a word more gentle 
Than the breath of summer lur i 

In a listening heart it nestled. 
And it livi^ forever there. 

Not the beating of its piison 
Stirred it ever, night or day ; 

Only with (he heart's last throbbing 
Couid it &de away. 
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Or bright angels, crowding round us. 
With heaven's light upon thoiv winga : 

Every word haa its own spirit, 
Trne or false, that never cQes ; 

Every word nian'a lips have uttered 
Echoes in God's skies. 



A LOVE TOKEN. 

'^©jjlO TOn grievo no costly offering 
^E)w To the Lady yon can make ^ 
^^M One there is, and gifts less worthy 
HB'SBA Quiiens have stooped to take. 

Take a Heart of vir^n silver. 
Fashion it with heavy blows. 

Cast it into Love's hot furnace 
When it fiercest glows. 

With Pain's sharpest point transfix it. 
And then carv«, in letters fair. 

Tender dreams and quaint devices, 
^Fancies sweet and rare. 

Set within it Hope's blue sapphire, 

Many-changing opal fears. 
Blood-red ruby-stones of daring. 

Mixed vrith pearly tears. 
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Should her mood perchance be gracious 
With disdainful, emiling pride. 

She will place it with the triukoia 
GlitteriDg at her eide. 



A TETST "WITH DEATH. 

' A-^iff^l AM footsore and very weary, 
,^^^& But I travel to meet a I'riciid: 
^sf^a' I The vmj ia long and dreary, 
I ^jEbSI But I know that it soon must end 

Ho is travelling faet like the whirlwiml. 
And though I creep slowly on. 

We are drawing nearer, nearer. 
And the journey is almost dono. 

Through the heat of many Bummers, 
Through many a apring-timo rain, 

Through long antumns and weary winters, 
I have hoped to meet him in vain. 

J know that he will not fail me. 

So I count every hour chime, 
Every throb of my own heart's healing. 

That tella of the flight of Time. 
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I liaTO toiloii tlirongh the sunny woodland, 
Tlirough fields that basked in the light ; 

And through the lone paths in the Ibrost 
I crept in the dead of oight 

I will not fear at hia coming, 

Alchongh I must meet him alooo; 

He will look in my eyes so gently. 
And take my hand in his own. 

Like a dream all my toil will vaniah. 
When I lay my head on his breast: 

But the journey is very weary, 
And he only can give me test 1 



riDBLIS. 

j^»^|OU have taken back the promise 
^^3 Tliat yon spoke so long ago ; 
p^M Taken back the heart you gave me, -" 
^^1 I muBt even let it go. 
Where Love once has breathed, Pride dielb i 

So I struggled, but in vain, 
Firet to keep the links together. 
Then to piece the broken cluun. 
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And (he heart tliat I had taken 

Aa mj- own for evermore. 
No shade of reproarh shall touch yon. 

Bread qo more a. claim from me : 
But I will aot have yon fancy 

That I count myself as free. 

I am bound by the old promise ; 

What can break that golden chain 7 
Hot even the worda that yon have spoken. 

Or the sharpness of my pain : 
Do jou think, because yoa feil me 

And draw back your hand lo-day, 
That from out the heart I gave yon 

My strong love cao fade away ? 

It will hve. No eyes may see it ; 

In my soul it will lie deep, 
Hidden from all ; but I shall feci it 

Often stirring in its sleep. 
So remember, that the friendship. 

Which you now think poor and vain. 
Will endure in hope and patience, 

TiU you ask for it t^ain. 

Perhaps in some long twilight hour, 

Like those we have known of oM, 
When past shadows gather round yon, 

And your present friends grow cold, 
You may stretch your hands out towards me, ■ 

Ah 1 you will — I know not when — 
I shall nurse my love and keep it 

Taithfully, for you, till then. 
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A SHADOW. 



^^^gHAT lack the valleys and n 
^^^W That onci! were green and gay 1 
^Wmi "What lack the tiabbling fountains 1 
SSaiSRsJJ Their voice is sad to-day. 
Only the soiind of a voice. 
Tender and sweet and low. 
That nuide the earth rejoice, 
A jeai sgoi 

What lack the tender flowers t 

A shadow is on the sun ; 
What lack the merry hours, 

That I long that they were don»t 
Only two smiKng eyes, 
That told of joy and mirth; 
They are sliining in tlie ekiei^ 
I mourn on earth I 

Vliat lacks my heart, that makes it 

So weary and full of pain, 
Vhat trembhng Hope forsakes il^ 
Kever to come again ? 
Only another hewi. 
Tender aod all mine owi^ 
In the still gnve it liei ; 
I wecpalfTel 



db, Google 



TEE SAILOR EOT. 



THE SAILOR BOY, 



iJaS-ijte^lY Life jon ask of? why, you know 
K|^M Full Boon my little Life 13 told ; 

[M3g»e~« | For I am only twelve years old. 

Erelong I hope I shall have been 

On my tirst voj^c, and. wonders secu. 

Some prinoess I may help to free 

From pirates on a far-off Eea ; 

Or, on Bomo desert isle be left. 

Of friends and shipmates all bereA. 

!For the first time I renture forth 
From our blue mountains of the north. 
My kinsman kept the lodge that stood 
Guarding the entrance near the wood. 
By the stone gateway gray and old. 
With quaint derieee carved about, 
AdA broken shields ; while dragons bold 
Glared on the common world withoat; 
And the long trembling ivy spray 
Half hid the centuries' decay. 
In solitude and silence grand 
The castle towered above the land : 
The castle of the Earl, whose namo 
(Wrapped in old bloody legends) came 
Down through the times when Truth and Eighl 
Bent down to armed I'ride and Might. 
He owned the country far and near ; 
And, for some weeks in every year, 
(Whoa the brown leaves were falling &st 
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And the long, lingering aulumn paBi,) 
Ho would come down to hunt the deer, 
With hound Mid horse in splendid prido. 
Tne Btoiy lasts the live-long year, 
The peasant's vfintor evening fills. 
When he is gone and they abide 
In the lone qniet of their hilifl. 

I longed, too, for the happy night. 
When, all wilh torches flaring bright. 
The crowding villagers wonld Etand, 
A patient, eager, waiting band, 
Unti! (he signal ran like flame, 
" They come I " and, shiclsening speed, thej a 
Ontridcrs first, in pomp and state. 
Pranced on their horses thtoagh the gate ; 
Then the four steeds as black as night. 
All decked with trappings blue and white. 
Drew through the erowd that opened wide. 
The Earl and Countess side by side. 
The sl«m grave Earl, with formal smile 
And glistening cyea and stately pride. 
Could ne'er my childish gaze beguile 
From the fair presence by his side. 
The lady's aofb sad glance, her eyes, 
(Like stars that shone in summer skieB,) 
Her pnro while face so calmly bent. 
With gentle greetings round her sent ; 
Her look, that always seemed to gaze 
Where the blue past had closed again 
Over some happy shipwrecked days, 
Wilh all their freight of lovo and pain ; 
She did not even seem to see 
The little lord upon her knee. 



db, Google 



,,6 THE SAILOR BOY. 

And yet he was like ango! fair, 
With rosy checks and golden hair, 
That fell on shouldere while a$ snowi 
Sut the blae eyes tliat shone below 
His cluatcring rings of auburn curls 
Were not his mother's, but the Earl'fl. 

I feared the Earl, bc cold and grim, 
I never dared l>c seen by him. 
Wiien through our gate he used to rido. 
My kinsman Walter bado me hide ; 
He said he was so stern. 
So, when the hunt came past our way, 
I idways hastened to obey. 
Until I beard the bnglee play 
The notes of their rctum. 
But she — my very heart-strings stir 
Whene'er I speak or think of her — 
The whole wide world could never see 
A noble lady such as she, 
So fiill of angel charity. 

Strange things of her our neigbbora to 
In the long winter evenings cold. 
Around the fire. They would draw nca 
And speak half-whisperinp, as in fear ; 
As if they thougbt the Earl could hear 
Their treason 'gainst his name. 
They thought the story that Ins pride 
Had stooped to wed a low-boiu bride, 
A Ktain upon his fame. 
Some said 'twas ialpc; there could not I 
Such blot on his nobihty : 
But others vowed that they bad heard 
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Tho aettia! story word for word. 
From Olio who well my lady knew. 
And Jiad declared the Btocj true. 

In. a far Tillage, little known, 
She dwelt — eo ran the tale — alone. 
A widowed bride, jet, oh 1 bo bright. 
Shone through the mist of grief, hor chai 
They eajd it was the loveliest eight — 
She with her baby in her arms. 
Tho Earl, one siunmer morning, rode 
By the sea-shora where she abode ; 
j^ain he came — that vision sweet 
Drew him reluctant to her (eet. 
Fierce must the struggle in his heart 
Have licon, bctwctm his !oyc and pride. 
Until he chose that wondrous port. 
To ask her w bcojme his bride. 
Yet, ere Ma noble name she bore. 
He made her vow that nevermore 
She would behold her child again. 
But hide his name and hers fbom men. 
Tho trembling promise duly spoken, 
All links of the low past were broken ; 
And she aroee to take her stand 
Amid the nobles of the land- 
Then all would wonder — could it be 
That one so lowly bom as she, 
liaised to such height of bliss, should see: 
Slill living in some weary dream ? 
'T ia true she bore with calmest grace 
The honors of her lofty place, 
Tet never smiled, in peace or joy. 
Not even to greet her princely boy- 
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She heard, wi^ fai^e of white despiur. 
The cannon thunder tlirough tliu air. 
That she had given the Earl an heir. 
Nay, even more, (tliey whispered bw. 
As if they starre durst fancy so,) 
That, through her lofty wedded lifb. 
No word, no tone, betrayed ihe wife. 
Her look seemed ever in tlie past ; 
Never to hitn it grow more sweet ; 
The self-same weary glance she cast 
Upon the greyhound at lier feet, 
As upon him, who bade her claint 
The crowning honor of his name. 

This gossip, if old Walter heard. 
He cheeked it with a scornful vrard : 
I never durst sueli talcs reiicat ; 
He was too serious and discreet 
To speak of what his lord might do; 
Besides, he loved my lady too. 
And many a time, I recollect. 
They were together in the wood ; 
He, with an air of grave respeet. 
And earnest look, uncovered stood. 
And though Ihoir speech 1 never heard, 
(Save now and then a louder word,) 
I saw he spake as none but ooe 
She loved and trusted durst have done ; 
For oft I watched them in tlie shade 
That the close forest branches made. 
Till slanting golden sunbeams came 
And sroote the fir-trees into flame, 
A radiant glory round her lit. 
Then down her white robes seemed to Bit, 
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Gilding the brown leaves on the ground. 
And all the waving ferns around. 
While by some gloomy pine sJic leant 
And lie in earnest talk would eland, 
I saw the tear-dtops, as she bont. 



Yet BO it was. I never heard 
Sueh tender worilj as she would say. 
And murmurs, sweeter than a word. 
Would breathe upon ma as I lay. 
While I, in smiling joy, would rest. 
For honrs, my head upon her breast. 
Our neighbors siud that none could SM 
Id me Uie common childish charms, 
(So grave and still I nsed to be,) 
And yet she held me in her arms. 
In a fond clasp, ao close, so tight, 
I often dream of it at night. 
She hade me tell hor all, — no other 
My childish ilioughts e'er cared to know ; 
For I — I never knew my mother ; 
1 was an orphan long ago. 
And I could all my fancies potu". 
That gentle, loving iaee before. 
She liked to hear me tell her all ; 
How that day I had climbed the tree. 
To make the lai^est fir-cones fell ; 
And how one day 1 hoped to bo 
A sailor on the deep blue sea, -— 
She loved to bear it alll 
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Theo wondroua things ehe used to fell. 
Of the strange dreams that she hod taovm. 
1 nsed to lo'O to hear them well. 
If only for her sweet low tone. 
Sometimes so Sad, although I knew 
That such things never could be true. 
One day she told mo such a tale 
It made me grow all eotd and pale. 
The fenrfiil thing she told ] 
Of a poor woman road and wild 
Who coined the life-blood of her child. 
And, tempted by a fiend, had sold 
The heart out of her breast for gold. 
But when she saw me frightened seem. 
She smiled, and said it waa a dream. 
When I look back and think of her. 
My very heart-strings seem to stir ; 
How Xiud, how ^r she was, how good, 
I cannot tell yon. If I conld. 
You, too, woTild love her. The more thought 
Of her great love for me has brought 
Tears in my eyes : though (ar away. 



And just as when I look on high. 
Through the blue silence of the sky, 
CVish stars shine out, and more and 
Where I could see so fow before i 
So, the more steadily I gaae 
Upon those farniff misty days, 
Fresh words, fresh tones, fresh m 
Before my eyes and in my heart. 
I can remember how OQO day 
(Talking io silly childish way) 
I said how happy I should be 
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if I were like her eon, — as Mr, 
With just Buch bright bluo eyes as he. 
And Gucli long locks of golden hair. 
A strange smile on her paia face broke. 
And in straQge, solemn words she spoke : 
" My own, my darling one, — no, no I 
I love you, fee, fer better so. 
I would not change the look yon hear. 
Or one wave of yoor dark brown hair. 
The mere glauco of your sunny eyes. 
Deep in my deepest soul I prize 
Ahove that baby fair I 
Hot one of ail the Eari'a proud linu 
In beauty ever matched with thine ; 
And, 't is by thy dark locia thou art 
Bound even faster round my heart. 
And made more wholly mine I " 
And then she paused, and weeping said, 
" You are like one who now is dead, — 
Who sleeps in a far-distant grave. 
0, may God grant that you may be 
As noble and as good as he. 
As gende and as brave I " 
Then in my childish way I cried, 
" The one you tell me of who died. 
Was he as noble as the Earl t " 
I Ece her rod lips scornful curl, 
I (eel her hold my hand again, 
So tightly, that I shrink in paia, — 
I seem to hear her say, 
" He whom I tell you of, who died. 
He was so noble and so gay. 
So generous and so brave. 
That die prood Earl by his dear side 
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Would look a craren slave." 

She paused ; then, witli a. qulvcriug gigb 

She laid her hand upoa my brow : 

" Live like him, darUug, and m die. 

Kemcniber that he tells yoit now. 

True peace, real honor, and content. 

In oheerfnl, plons toil abide ; 

That gold and splendor sie but sent 

To curse our vanity and pride." 

One day some childish fever pain 
Burnt in my veins and fired my brain. 
Moaning, I tnmed from side to side ; 
And, sobbing in my bed, I cried. 
Till night in calm and darkness wept 
Around me, and at last I slept. 
When suddenly I woke to see 
The Lady bending orec me. 
The drops of cold November rain 
Were falling from her long, damp hait ; 
~ ' 18 eyes wore dim witli pain ; 



With stones that slione and burnt like flame ; 

Wonnd ronnd her neck, like some bright snake, 

And set like star^ within her hair. 

They sparkled so, they seemed to make 

A glory everywhere. 

I felt her tears upon my ftte. 

Her kisses on my eyes ; 

And a strange thonght I could not trace 

I felt within my heart arise ; 

And, lialf in feverish pain, I said : 

"0 if uiy mother were not deadl" 
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And Walter bade me sleep ; but Bile 
Said, " Is it not the same to thee 
That / wftt«h by thy btui 'i " 
I answered her, " I lore you, too ; 
But it can never be the same ; 
She was no Countess like to yon. 
Nor wore such sparkling stones of flame.* 

the wild .look of fear and dread 1 
The cry she gave of bitter woe ! 

1 often wonder what I said 

To luake her moan and shndder so. 
Through the long night she tended me 
With sndi sweet care and charity. 
But I should weary you to tell 
All that I know and lore EO welt ! 
Yet one night more stands out alone 
With a sad sweetness all Its own. 

The wind bicw loud that dreary night! 
Its wailing voice I well remember ; 
The stars ahone out so large and bnght 
ITpon the frosty fir-boughs white, 
That dreary night of cold December. 
I saw old Walter silent stand, 
Watching the soli, white flaJuJS of snow 
With looks I could not understand. 
Of atraugo perplexity and woe. 
At last he turned and took my hand. 
And said the Countess just had sent 
To bid ua come ; for she wonid lain 
See me once more, befoi« she went 
Away — never to come again. 
We came In silence through the wood 
(Our footfall was the only sound) 
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114 THE SAILVn Boy. 

To where the great white rastle stood. 
With dnrknesa ahadowing it avoaiid. 
Breathless, we trod with cauiioufl cara 
Up the great echoing marble stair; 
Trembling, by Walter's hand 1 lidd. 
Scared b; the eplendors I beheld : 
Now thinking, " Sboald the Earl appear ! " 
Now looking up with giddy tear 
To the dim, vaolted roof (bat spread 
Its gloomj arches overhead. 
Long corridors we eolily passed, 
<Mj heart was beating loiid and fast,) 
Aikd reached the Lady's room at last ; 
A strange, faint odor seemed to weigh 
Upon the dim and darkened air ; 
One shaded lamp, with softened ray. 
Scarce showed tiie gloomy splendor there. 
The dull red bracds were burning low. 
And yet a, fitliil gleam of light 
Would now and then, with sudden glow. 
Start fonli, then sink again in night. 
I gazed around, yet half in fear. 
Till Walter told mo to draw near: 
And in the strange and flickering light. 
Towards the Lady's bed I crept; 
All folded round with snowy while, 
She lay ; (one would have said she slept ;) 
So sliU the look of (bat white face, 
It seemed as it were carved in stone, 
I paused before I dared to place 
WitWn her cold white hand my own. 
But, with a smile of sweet surprise. 
She turned to mo her dreamy eyes; 
And slowly, as if life were pain. 
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TUE BAILOR SOT. , 

Sho drew mo in her armg to lio : 

She strove to epeak, and strove in Tain ; 

Each breath was like a longjjrawn eigh. 

The throba tliat seemed to shake her breas^ 

The trembling clasp, so Joosc and weak. 

At last grew calmer, and at rest ; 

And theu ahe strove once more to speak : 

"My God, I thank thee, that mj pain 

Of day by day, and year by year, 

Bas not been auSered all in vain. 

And I may die wliilo ho is near. 

1 wiE not fijar but that Thy graee 

Haa swept atray my sin and woi^ 

And aent thia little angel iaco, 

In my last hour, to tell me so." 

(And here her voice grew faint anl low,) 

" My cMId, wfiere'cr thy Ufe may go. 

To know that thoa art brave and true. 

Will pierce the highest heavens through. 

And even thero my sonl shall be 

More joyfiil for this thought of thee." 

She folded her white hands, and stayed ; 

All cold and silently ahe Jay : 

I knelt beaide the bed, and prayed 

The prayer she nsed to make me utj, 

I said it many times, and then 

She did not move, but aeemed to be 

In a deep aleop, nor stirred ^ain. 

No sound woke in the silent room. 

Or brolte the dim and solemn gloom, 

Save when the brands that burnt so low. 

With noisy, fitful gleam of light. 

Would spread around a audden glow. 

Then sink in silence and in night 
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ii6 TRE SAILOR BOY. 

How long I stood I do not know : 
At last poor Walter came, and said. 
(So Badly) tliat we now must go, 
And whispered, she we loved was dead. 
He bade ine kiss her face once more. 
Then led mo sobbing to the door. 
I scureely knew what dying meant, 
Tet a strai^ grief, before unknown, 
Weighed on my spirit as we went 
And leti her lying all alone. 

We went to the far North once mo»v 
To seek the well-rcmerabered home 
Where my poor kinsman dwelt before. 
Whence now he was too old to roam ; 
And there six happy years wc paat, 
Happy ajid peaceful till the last ; 
When poor old Walter died, and he 
Blessed me and said I now might ba 
A sailor on the deep blue sea. 
And BO I go ; and yet in spite 
Of all the joys I long to know. 
Though I look onward with delight, 
Wilh something of ri^ret I go ; 
And young or old, on land or sea. 
One guiding memory I shall take, — 
Of what She prayed that I might ba. 
And what I will be fur her salw ! 
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THE LKSSON OF THE WAR. 
A UJtOWN OF SORROW. 



S^Kl SOUROW, wet with early te 
1^1^^ Tot liittcr, had teen long w 



I tore my Sorrow from my heart, 

I cast it fur away in scorn ; 
Right joyliil that we two could part. 
Yet most foclom. 

I sought, (to take mj Sorrow's plaoo,) 

Oyer the world for flower or gem ; 
Bat she had had an ancient grace 
Unknown lo ihem. 

I took once more with strange delight 
My slighted Sorrow ; proadiy now 
I wear it, set with stars of light. 
Upon my brow. 



THE LESSON OF THE WAR. 



EIHE feast is spread throtyjh England 
Bj For rich and poor to-day ; 
f^ Grpptings and langhter may be then} 
g| But thoughts are far away ; 
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TBE LEBSON OF TEE WAR. 
Over the stormy ocean, 

Over the dreary traiA, 
Where some are gone, whom England 

Will never welcome back. 

Breathless she waits, an3 lisMns 

ITor every eastem breeze 
That bears npon its bloody wii^ 

News from beyond the bCbS. 
The leafless branches stirring 

Make many a watcher start ; 
Tlic distant tramp of steed may send 

A throb irom heart to heart. 

The rulers of the nation, 

The poor ones at their gate. 
With the same eager wonder 

The poor maji'a stay and comfort. 
The rich man's joy and pride. 

Upon the bleak Crimean shore 
Are fighting side bj side. 

The bullet comes — and either 

A desolate hearth may sea ; 
And God alone to-night knows whero 

The vacant place may bs 1 
The dread that stirs the peasant 

Thrills nobles' hearts with lear j 
Tet above selfish sorrow 

Both hold their coimtcj dear. 
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TBE LESSON OF THE WAR. 
The peasant at his plonghshBre, 

The worker at his trade, 
Each one hia all has perilled, 

Each has the same great stake, 
Each soai caa but hare palience, 

Each heart can only break 1 

Hashed is all party clamor ; 

One thonght in every heart, 
One dread in every honsohold. 

Has bid snch strife depart. 
England has called her cMldreD ; 

Long silent — the word came 
Tliat lit the smouldering ashes 

Through all the land to flam*. 

O you who toil and sufier, 

Yon gladly heard the rail ; 
But those you sometimes envy 

Have they not given their all t 
O you who rale (he nation. 

Take now the toil-woi-n hand: 
Brothers you are in sorrow, 

lu duty to yonr land. 
Learn but this noble lesson 

Ere Peace returns again. 
And the life-blood of Old England 

Will not be shed in vain. 
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TEE TWO SPIRITS. 



TILE TWO SPIRITS. 



■y silence fell on all. 



l^iV^fel I heard the Spirit of the Present call 

Upon the sleeping Spirit of the Past. 
Bar off and near, I saw their radiance shine, 
And listened -while they apoko of deeds divine. 

The Spirit oflU Past. 
My dceda are ^iTit in iron; 

My glory elands alone ; 
A veil of shadowy honor 

Upon my lombs is thrown ; 
The great names of my heroes 

Like gems in history lie ; 
To live they deemed ignoble. 

Had Ihey the chance to die 1 

Tie Spirit of the Present. 
My children, too, are honored ; 

Dear shall their memory bo 
To the proad lands that own them; 

Dearer than thine to thee ; 
For, tliough they hold that eacrod 
Is God's great gift of life. 

At the first call of duty 

They rush into the strife I 
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THE TWO SPIRITS. 
The Spirit of the Post. 
Then, with all ralinnl precepts 

Woman's soft heart was franght; 
"Death, not dishonor," echoed 

The war-cry she had taught. 
Fcarleea and glad, those mothers. 

At bloody deaths elate, 
Crie^ out they bore their cMldrun 

Only for such a. fate \ 

The Spirit of the Presait. 
Thongh snch stem laws of honor 

Are faded now away. 
Yet many a mourning mother, 

Witii nobler grief than they. 
Bows down in ead submission : 

The heroes of the fight 
Learnt at her knee fhc lesson, 

" For God and for the Bight I " 

The Spiril of tie Past. 
Ho voice there spake of sorrow : 

They saw the noblest fall 
With no repining murmur ; 

Stem Fate was lord of alL 
And when the loved ones perished. 

One cry alone arose, 
Waking the startled echoes, 

" Vengeance upon oar fbca ! " 

Tie Spirit of the Present 
Grief dwells in France and England 
For many a noble sou ; 
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THE TWO SPIRITS. 
Yet loudec than the sorrow, 

" Thy wiU, O God, bo done I " 
From desolale homea is rising 

One prayec, — " Let eamRge cease! 
On friends and foes have merej, 

O Lord, and give us peace I " 

The Spirit of the Past. 
Then, everj hearth was honored 

That sent its children forth. 
To spread tlicir country's glory, 

And gain lier south or north. 
Then, little recked they nnmbeis. 

No band ivould ever fly. 
But stern and resolute they stood 

To conquer or to die. 

The Spirit of ihe Present. 
And now from France and England 

Their dearest and their bt^t 
Go forth to Euccor freedom, 

To help the much oppressed; 
How, let the far-off Future 

And Past bow down to-day, 
Before the few young hearts that hold 

Whole armaments at bay. 



The Spirit of the Past. 
Then, each one strove for honor. 

Each for a deathless name ; 
Love, home, rest, joy, were offered 

As sacrifice to Fame. 
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A LITTLE LONGER. IJ3 

They longed tbat in far ages 

Thiar deeds miglit still be toldj 
And distant: times and nations 

Tketi names in honor bold. 

The Spirit of the Fresera. 
Though narsed by snch old legends. 

Our heroes of to-day 
Go checrfiillj to batdc 

As children go to play , 
They gaze with awe and wonder 

On yonr great names of pride, 
IlQconscions that their own will shino 

In glory side bj side 1 

Day dawned ; and as the Spirits passed awaj, 
Methought I saw, in the dim moniing gray. 
The Past's bright diadem had paled before 
The slany crown the glorious Present wore. 



A LITTLE LONGER. 

^ LITTLE longer yet — a little longer, 
F Shall violets bloom for ihee, and sweet 

I birds sing ; 

II And the lime-branches, where Eoft windi 

are blowing, 
irmnr the sweet pronuse of the Spring 1 
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f LITTLE LONGER. 



& little longer jet — a little longer. 
The tenderness of twilight slifill be thine, 
The rosy clouds that float o'er iljing daylight, 
Hor &de liU trembling stars b^m lo shine. 

A little longer yet — a little longer. 

Shall starry night be beantiW for tliee ; 

And the cold moon shall look through the blue 

sileDCB, 
Flooding her silver path upon the sea. 

A little longer yet — a little louger, 
Lifc shall be thine ; lifo with its power to will ; 
Life with its strength to bear, lo love, to conquer, 
Btin^ng its thousand joys thy heart to SIL 

A little longer yet — a little longer, 

The voiiiia thou hast loved shall charm thine ear ; 

And tliy true heart, that now beats qniek to heat 

A little longer yet shall hold them dear. 

A little longer yet — joy while thou mayest ; 
Love and rejoice ! for time has naught in store : 
And soon the darkness of the grave shall bid thee 
Love and rejoice and fbcl and know no more. 



A little longer stiil — Patience, Belovfed: 
A Unle longer still, ere Heaven tmroll 
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The Glorj, and the Brightness, and tJio Wonder, 
Eunml, and divine, that waita thy SolQ '. 

A littlo longer ere Life trae, immortal, 

(Not this oar sJiadowy Lifi;,) will be tJilne own; 

And thon shalt stand wliere wicgi^ Archon^sls 

worship. 
And trembhng bow before the Great While Throne 

A little longisr slilJ, and Hearon awaits thee. 
And fills thy spirit witli a grent delight ; 
Then oar palo joys will seem a dream forgoKco, 
Our Sua a darkneas, and our Day a Night. 

A littlo longer, and thy Heart, Belovbd, 
Shall beat forever with a Love divine ; 
And joy so pure, so mighty, so eternal. 
No creature knows and lives, vrill then be thine. 

A little longer yet — and angel voieea 
Shall ring in heavenly chant upon thine car; 
Angek and Saints await thee, and God needs thee ; 
Beloved, can we bid thee linger here 1 



P^l 



GRIEF. 
It enemy have I, 



■I Icaveth me, 
a Never pves my soal relief 
Never lets my sorrow cease, 
Norer gives my spirit peace, — ■ 
For mine enemy is Gricfl 
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GRIEF. 

Pale he is, und sad and stem ; 
And whene'er he cometh nigh. 
Blue and dim the torches bum, 
PaJe aod shrunk the rosoB turn ; 
Wliile tny heart that he lias pierced 
Many a time with fiery lance, 
Beats and trembles at his glaiice : 
Clad va burning steel is he. 
All my Eirenj^h he can de^ ; 
For ha nercr Icaveth me — 
And one of us must die I 

I haye sahA, " Let ancient sagea 
Charm me from my Ihonghts of pain I " 
So I read iheir deepest pages. 
And I strove to think — in vain ! 
Wisdom's cold, calm words I tried. 
But he was seated by my side : — 
Learning 1 have won in vain ; 
She eannol rid me of my pain. 

Wien at last soft sleep comes o'er nM^ 
A cold hand is on my heart ; 
Stem sad eyes are ther- before me ; 
Not in dreams will he depart T 
And when ihe same dreary vision 
From my weary brain has fled, 
Bayhght brings Ae living phantan\ 
He is seated by my bed. 
Bending o'er me «U the while. 
With his cruel, bitter smile. 
Ever with me, ever nigh ; — 
And either ho or I must die I 



db, Google 



GRIEF. 

Then I said, long lime ago, 
" I will flee to other climes, 
I will loaTfl mine ancient ibe ! " 
Though I wajidereiJ far and wide-— 
Still lie followed at my side. 

And I fled where the blue waters 
Bathe the sunny isles of Greece ; 
Where Thcssalian mountains rise 
Up against the purple skies ; 
Where a haunting memory liveth 
In each wood and cave and rill ; 
But no dream of gods could help me. 
He went with me still I 

I have been where Nile's hroad rivel 
Plows npon the burning sand ; 
Where the desert monster broodclh. 
Where the Eastern palm-trees stand ; 
I have been where pathless forests 
Spread a blatk eternal shade ; 
Where the lurking panther hiding 
Glares from every tangled glade ; 
But in vain I wandered wide. 
Be was always by my side 1 

Then I fled where snows eternal 
Cold and dreary ever lie ; 
Where the rosy lightnings gleam, 
Flashing throagh the northern sky; 
Wheie the red sun turns again 
Back upon his path of pain ; — 
But a shadowy form was with me, — 
I had fled in vain I 
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CBIEF. 
I have thought, " If I can gaatt 
Sternly on Mm he will &do, 
For I know that he is nothing 
But a dim idoal shade." 
As 1 gazed at him the more, 
He grow stronger than before ! 

Then I said, "Mine arm is stroca 
I will make him turn and flee " ; 
I have straggled with him long — 
But that could ncrer be 1 

Once I hattled with hira eo 
That I thought I laid him low; 
Then in trembling joy I fled. 
While again and still again 
Murmuring \o myself I said, 
'< Mine old enemy is dead ! " 
And I stood beneath the eiari. 
When a chill came on my frmne. 
And a fear I could not name. 
And a sense of qniek despair. 
And, lo I — mine cnemj' was Ihero ! 

Listen, for my soul is weary. 
Weary of its endless woe ; 
I have called on one to aid ma 
Mightier even than ray foe 
Strength and hope fail day by day; 
I shall cheat him of his prey ; 
Some day soon, I know not when, 
He will stab me through and through; 
lie has wounded me before. 
Sub my heart can bear no more; 
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TEE TRIUMPH OF TIME. 
Pray tiial hour may come to me. 
Only then shall I be fpx; 
Death alone has sCrengtli to lake me 
Where my foe can never be ; 
Death, and Death alone, has power 
To conq^iicr mine old enemy ! 



THE TRIUMPH OP TIME. 
Sp^S^a HE tender, delicate Flowers, 

"^^B3g| Fed by EOfl summer showerB, 
Shielded by care, and yet, (0 Fate unkind !) 
Fade in a few short hours, 

The gentle and the gay. 
Rich in a glorious Future of bright deeds, 

Kiyoicing in the day, 
Aro mot by Deatti, who sternly, sadly leada 
Them &r away. 

And Hopes, perfamcd and hrighty 
So lately shining, wet with dew and icars, 

Tremhling in morning light ; 
I saw them change to dark end anxious feon 
Before the night t 

I wept that all most die : 
"Yet Love," I cried, "doth live, and eonquei 

And Time passed by. 
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A PARTING. 



More bitter far than all 
It was to know tliat Love could ohango and 

Eu9h I for the ageu utU, 
• The Love of God lives through eternity. 
And comiucis all I " 



A PARTING. 

^^^jITHOUT one bitter feeling let us part, — 
gWM^ And for iJie jeaiB in which your lova 

afesSagsl A nulianco like a glory round my head, 
I thank ygu, ) es, I thank yon from my heart. 

1 thank you tor the cherished hope of years, 
A atany future, dim and yet divine, 
Wingiog its way from Heaven to bo mine. 

Laden with joy, and ignorant of tears. 

I thank you, yes, I thank you even more 

Tliat my heart learnt not willioat love to Htb, 
But gave and gave, and still had more to givi^ 

lYom an abundant and exhaustlees Etoro. 

I thank you, and no grief is in these tears ; 
I thank you, not in bittempsa hut trnth. 
For the fair vision iJiat adorned mj youth 

And glorified eo many happy years. 
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Yet how much mora I thank you ihat you tore 
At length the veil your hand had woven away. 
Which hid my idol was a thing of clay. 

And ftdae the altar I had knelt before. 

I thank you that yoa taught me the stem trath, 
(None other could have told and I believed,) 
That vain had been my hfe, and I deceived. 

And wasted all the purpose of my jonth. 

I thank you that your hand dashed dowa llio shiine, 
Wherein my idol worship I had paid ; 
Else had I never known a soul was made 

To serve and worship only the Divine. 

I thank you that the heart I cast away 

Oa such as you, thoogli hrokeo, bruised, end 

cruslied. 
Now that ite fiery throbbing is all hashed. 

Upon a worthier altar I can lay. 

I thank you for the lesson that such love 
Is a perverting of God's royal right. 
That it is made but for the Infinite, 

And all tK)o great to live except above. 

I thank you for a terrible awaking, 

Atid if reproach seemed hidden in my p^n. 
And sorrow seemed to cry on yonr disdaiti. 

Know that my blessing lay in your fbrjaldng, 

i'arewell forever now; — in peace we part; 
And should an idle vision of my tears 
Arise before your soul in after years, 

Bemembor that I thank yon from my hoar? ' 
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THE GOLDEN GATE. 



THE GOLDEN GATE. 

[/^SJ^SfjTIM eliaJoivs palher thickly rouad, and 
aO^^^ np the miBty slair they climb, 

^^^ji l ■'■''® cloud) 6ta r tl at tipward luadi to 
jfc jMJi^l wIiiR rho clucifed portals shine, 

Bonnd which the knetlin^ spirits wait the opening 
of the Goldia Galo 

And some with eager longinj. go still pressing for- 
ward, hand iQ hand 

And flotne, with weary stip and slow, look back 
where their Bekyed stand 

Yet up the miaty stair they tUmb, led onward by 
the Angel Time 

As unseen hands roll back the doors, the light that 

floods the very air 
Is but tbo shadow irom within, of the gieat glory 

hidden there : 
And mom and eve, and eoon and lain, tlio eliadowB 

pass within the gate. 

As one by one they enter in, and the stem portals 

The halo aeema to linger round those koooling 

closest to the door : 
The joy that lightened from that place shines eUI] 

upon the wateher's face. 

The feint low echo that we hear of far-off mnsi( 
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FBANT0M3. i4j 

The silent mt with love and fear, and tho world's 

clamors all grow still, 
Until the portala cloee again, and lea,ve ii3 toiling 

Complain not 1ha,t the way is long, — what road ii 

weary that leads tliere 7 
But let the Angel take thy hand, and lead thee np 

the misty stair, 
And then with beating heart await the opening of 

the GoMoQ Gate. 



PHANTOMS. 

sg^^lACK, ye Phantoms of the Past ; 
I ®H In jonr dreary caves remain ; 
I ^K What haro I to do wiih memories 
•s3KSt\ Of a long-forgotten pain 1 

For my Presont is all peaceftil, 
And my Future nobly planned : 

Long 1^0 Time's mighty billows 
Swept yoar footsteps from tho sand. 

Back into yonr cavea ; nor haunt ma 
With yonr voiees full of woe ; 

I have burled grief and sorrow 
In the depths of Long-ago. 
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PHANTOMS. 

SMae the rajs of cloudless dayligbt : — 
Wherefore wiE je moau of night) 

Never shall inj heart be hnrthened 
With its ancient woo and fears ; 

I can drive them from my presence, 
I can check these foolish tears. 

Back, ye Phantoms ; leave, leave mi 

To a new and liappy lot ; 
Speak no more of things departed ; 

Leave me — for I know ye not. 

Can it be that 'mid my gladness 

I must ever hear you wail, 
Of the grief that wrang ray spirit. 

And that made my cheek so pale f 

Joy is mine ; bnt your sad voices 

Murmur ever in mine ear : 
Vain is all the Future's promise. 

While the dreary Past is here. 

Vain, worse than vfdo, the Vision* 
That my heart, my life, would fill, 

IT the Past's relentless phantoms 
Call upon me still ! 
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THANKFULNESS. 



THANKFULNESS. 

lij^lvfeEJY Gud, I thank Thee who Last \uai 
r^y&j] The Earth so bright ; 
SBSJS^ So full of apleudor aad of joy, 
It^^^^ J Beaaty and light ; 
Bu niiuy glonoTiB things are here, 
Nu^ie and right ! 

I thask Thee, too, that Thoa hast made 

Joy to abonnd ; 
So many gentle tlioughts and deeds 

Circling us round, 
Thut in the darkest spot of Earth 

Some love is foand. 

I thank Thee rsm-e that all t>iu- joy 

Is touched with j^ain ; 
That shadows fell on brighjest hooiB ; 

That thorns remain ; 
So that Earth's bliss may b« onr guir^. 

And nut our chaio. 

For Thou who knowest, Loril, how co.lO 

Our weak heart clings. 
Hast given us joys, tender and truo. 

Yot all with wings, 
80 that wc see, gleaming on high. 

Diviner things I 
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; noM£-siCKifsss. 

Wo have enough, jet not too much 

To long for more : 
A yearning for s. deeper peace. 

Not known before. 

I thank Thee, Lord, that here our eo 

Though amply blesl. 
Con never find, althoagh they seek, 

A perfect rest — 
Nor ever shall, until they lean 

On Jesus' hreHKtl 



HOME-SICKNESS. 

^jHERE I am, the halls are gildeil, 
^^ Stored with pictures bright ac' ' 
<^ml Strains of deep melodioDS mn^c 
eM Float spon the perfumed ait : 
Nothing atita the dreary eilence 

Save the melancholy sea. 
Near the poor and humble cottage. 
Where I fiiiQ would be 1 



Till their rich amioHal shadows 
Slain the marble floor below : — 

Faded autumn leaves ore trembling 
On the withered jasmine-tree, 

Creeping ronnd the little casemen^ 
Where I fain wonld be ! 
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SOME-SICKNF.SS. n 

Where I am, the days are passing 

O'er a palhway strewn with flowerej 
Bong and joy and. starry pleasures 

Crown the happy, smiling hours ; — 
Slowly, heavily, and sadly, 

Time with weary wings must flee. 
Marked by pida, and toll, and eoctow. 

Where I fain would H ! 
Where I am, the great and noble 

TeU ma of renown and &me. 
And the red wine sparkles h^hest, 

To do honor lo my name ; — 
Par away a place is yacant. 

By a humWo hearth, for m^ 
Dying embers dimly show it, 
Where I lain would bo ! 

Where I am are glorions dreamings, 

Seience, genius, art divine ; 
And the great minds whom all honor 

Intorchaoge their thoughts with mine : ■ 
A few simple heaxta are waiting. 

Longing, wearying, for me, 

Far away where tears are fiiUing, 

Where I fain would be 1 

Where I am, all think me happy. 

For so welt I play my part, 
Hone can guess, who smile around m^ 

How far distant is my heart, — 
Far away, in a poor cottage. 

Listening to tlie dreary sea. 

Where the treasures of my life are, 

Where I fain would be 1 
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WISHES. 

^^^alLL the fluttering ivishes 
^S™] Caged within thy heart 
&«'^ Beat their wings agaiuet it, 
BeF^^*I Jjonging to depart^ 
Till they ahako their prison 
With their wotmded cry; 
Open wide thy heart to-day, 
And let the captives fly. 
Let them first fly upward 
Through Iho Etarry air, 
Till you almost lose them. 
For their home is there ; 
Then, with outspread pinions, 
Circhng round and round, 
Wing their way wherever 
Want and woe are found. 

Where the weary stitcher 

Toils for d^ly hread ; 
Where the lonely wateher 

Watches by her dead ; 
Where, with thin, weak finger^ 

Toiling at Ihe loom. 
Stand the little children. 

Blighted ero they bloom ; — 

Where, hy dartneas blinded. 
Groping for the light. 

With distorted conscience. 
Men do wrong for right; 
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THE PEACE OF GOD. 
Wliore, in the raid shadow. 

By smooth pleasure thrown. 
Human hearts by hundreds 

Where on dosty highways, 

With, feint heart and slow 
Cursing the gkd sunlight. 

Hungry outcasts go ; 
Where all mirth is silenced. 

And the heanb is chill. 
For one place is empty, 

And one Toice is still. 

Some hearts will be lighter 

While your captives roam 
For their fender singing, 

Then recall them home ; 
When the sunny hours 

Into night dtpart. 
Softly they will nestle 

In a qniet heart. 



THE PEACE OF GOD. 

fflj^^lE ask for Peaee, Lord I 
SmS^ Thy children ask Thy Poaci 
BTOfti Not what the world calls rest, 
iS^a^ l That toll and care sliould o 
That through bright sunny hours 
Calm life should Seet away. 
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Ijo TEE PEACE OF GOD. 

And tranqoil night eliould hAs, 
In smiling day ; — 
le b aot lor 3ut!i Peace that we wonld praj. 

We aak for Puace, Lord I 

Yet not 10 stand seenre, 
CArt round with iron Pride, 

Contented to endare : 
Crushing the gentle etrings 

That haman hearts should know, 
tJntfluched by others' joy 
Ot others' woe; — 
Tbon, dear Lord, wilt never teach ns so. 

We ask Thy Peace, Lord 1 

Through storm, and fear, and strife. 
To light and guide as on, 

Through a long, strn^Ung life ; 
While no sncccss or gain 

Shall cheer the desperate fight. 
Or nerve, what the world calls. 
Our wasted might ; — 
Vet pressing through the darkness to tlie light. 

It is Tliino own, Lord, 

Who toil wliile others sleep ; 
Wlio BOW with loving care 

What other hamls sliaJl reap : 
They lean on Thee entranced. 

In calm and perfect rest : 
Givo us that Peace, O Lord, 
Divins.pid blest, 
f^'-.V'ef^tf a lose hearts who lore Thee best 
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LIFE llf DEATH, ETC 151 

LIFE IN »EATH AKD DEATH IN LIFE. 



■^ig-^ iF the dread day that calls tlieo hence 
Bl^H Through a red mist of fear alifMild 

JtE^SI (Closing in deadliest night and gltusiu 
Long hours of aching, dumb suspense,) 
And leave me 10 mj lonely dooca, — 

I think, beloytd, 1 could see 

In ihy dear cjes the loving light 
Glaze into vacancy and. night. 

And stil! say, " God is good to mc. 
And ail that He decnss is right." 

That, watching tiy slow strnggliog breatb. 
And answering each inipcrfect sign, 
1 Biill could pray thy prayer and mine. 

And tell thee, dear, though this was deadi] 
That God was love, and love divine. 

Could hold thee in my arms, and lay 
Upon my heart thy weary head. 
And meet thy last smile ere it fled ; 

Tiien hear, as iu a dream, one say, 
" Now nil is over, — she is dead." 

Conld smooth thy garments with fond ear^ 
And cross thy haiids upon thy hreast, 
And kiss Ihine eyeUds dovni to rest. 

And yet say no word of despair, 

Bat, through my sobbing, " It is best." 
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Iji LIFE IN DEATH 

Could stifle down the gnawing pain. 

And say, " We still divide oiir life. 

She has the rest, and I ihe elrife. 

And mine the loss, and hers the gain j 

My ill with bliss for her is rife." 

Then tnrn, and the old duties take — 
Alone now — yet with earnest will 
Gathering sweet, sacred traces still 

To help me on, and, for thy sake. 
My heart and lif^aud soul to fill. 

1 think T could check vain, weak tcais. 

And toil, — although the world's great spaco 
Held nothing but one vacant place, 

And see the dark and weaiy years 
IJt only by a vanished grace. 

And aometim«8, when the day was o'er. 

Call np the tender past again ; 

Its piunM joy, its happy pain. 
And lire it over yet once more. 

And say, "But few more years remain." 

And then, when I had striven my hest. 
And all aroand would smiling say, 
" See how Time makes all grief decay," 

Would lie down thunkfally to rest. 
And seek thee in etemnl day. 



But if the day should ever 
It eotild not and it <'ana 
Yet, if the sun should e' 
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AND DEA1H IN LIFK ij- 

Looking npou ua from his Bliica, 

A day tliat toot thy lieart from me ; 

If loving iheo still more and more. 
And still BO willing to be blind, 
I should the bitter knowledge find. 

That Time had eaten onl the core 
Of lore, and ltd the empty rind , 

If the poor lifelesB words, at last. 

Should cease my eager heart to cheat. 
And crumble baek into the past. 
And show the whole a rain deceit ; 

If I Bbonid see thee turn away. 

Anil know that prayer, and time, and paio, 
Could no more thy lost love regain. 

Than bid the houtB of dying day 
Gteam in their naid-daj noon again ; 

If I should loose thy hand, and know 
That henceforth we must dwell apart. 
Since I had seen thy love depart. 

And only connt the hours flow 

By the dnll throbbing of my heart ; 

If I shoald gaze and gaze in vain 

Into thine eyes BO deep and clear. 

And resd the irulh of all my fear 
Half mixed with pity for my pain, 

And sorrow for tlie vanished year ; 
If, not to grieve thee overmuch, 

I strove to counterfeit disdain, 

Aud weave mo a uew life agMn, 
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RECOLLECTIONS. 



Tim ghoet of my dead Past wonid rise 
And mock me, and I could not diLTO 
Look to a future of dcEpair, 

Or even to the eternal skies, 
Por I should etill be lonely there. 

AU Trntli, all Honor, Uien would seem 
Vain clouds, which the first wind blew by j 
All Trust, a folly doomed to die ; 

All Life, a usclees, empty lircani ; 
All Love — since thine had failed — a lie. 

But see, tby lender smile has cast 
My fear away ; this thoi^ht of mine 
Is treason to my Love and thine ; 

Por Love is Life, and Death at last 
Crowns it clcmaL and divine 1 



EECOLLECTIONS. 

g^^lS strangers, you and I arc hero ; 
W^M[ We both as aliens stand 
%m^ Where once, in years gone hy, I dwell 
E5>gli No stranger in the land. 
Then while you gaze oii park and Stream, 

Let me remain apart. 
And listen to tlie awakened sound 
Of voices in my heart. 
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RECOLLECTIONS. i 

Bere, where upon the velvet lawn 

The cedar spreads its shade, 
And by the flower-beds all arouad 

Bright roses bloom and &do, 
BhriU merry childish laughter rings. 

And baby voices sweet, 
And by me, on the path, I hear 

The troad of little feet. 
Down the dark avenue of limes. 

Whose perfume loads the air, 
Whose boughs are rustling overhead, 

(For the west wind is there,) 
i hear the sound of eamest tolt. 

Warnings and counsels wise. 
And the quiet questioning that brought 

Such gentle, cahu replies. 

Still the Ught bridge hangs o'er the lake. 

Where broad-leaved lihes lie. 
And the eool wuter shows again 

The cloud that moves on high ; — 
And one voice speaks, in tones I thought 

The past forever kept ] 
But now I know, deep in my heart 

Its echoes only slept 

I hear, within the shady porch. 

Once more, the measured sound 
Of the old ballads Ihut were read. 

While we sat listening round ; 
The Efatry passion-flower still 

Up the green trellis climbs ; 
The tendrils waving seem to keep 

The cadence of the rhymes. 
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! ILLUSION. 

I might have striven, and striven in 

Such visions to recall, 
Well known enA yet forgotten ; nov 

I see, I hear, theni all ! 
The Present pales before the Past, 

Who comes with angel wings ; 
As in a dream I stand, amidst 

Strange yet familiar things I 

.^Inongh ; so let us go, mine eyes 

Are blinded by their tears ; 
\ voice speaks to my Houl to-day 

Of long-forgutten years. 
And yet the vision in my heart. 

In a. few hours more. 
Will fade into the silent past. 

Silently as before. 



^«L^|HERE the golden com is bending, 
§^^ And the singing ruaiers pans, 
wSSKs Where the chestnut woods are sending 
jsffijyl Leafy showers npou the grass. 

The blue river onward flowing 

Mingles with its noisy strife. 
The murmur of the flowers growing. 

And the hum of insect liife. 
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Aad the gloiy of their sliioLng-, 
Bathed in tlouds of cosy light. 

Set my weary spirit pining 
For a, home so pare and bright ! 

So I left the plain, and woary, 
Fainting, jet witJi hope sustiuned, 

Toileil through pathways long and dreary 
Till them 



Lo ! the height that I had taJwn, 
Aa BO shining from below. 

Was a desolate, fbrsakeii 
Begion of porpetnaJ snow. 



All my feeble strength is worn. 
In the plain no EonI is heeding, 
I am hero alone, forlorn. 

Lights are shining, bells are folhng. 

In the bnay vale below ; 
Near me night's black clouds are roUing, 

Gathering o'er a waKie of anow. 

So I watch the river winding 
Through the misty fading plain. 

Bitter are the tear-drops blinding, 
Bitter useless toil and pain, — 

Bitterest of ali the finding 

That my dream was false and v^ I 
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Sggg^fi LOOMT and black are the cyprefls-freca, 
W^^Xi Dfearily waJlcth this chill night breeic. 
^i^^^ The long grass waveth, the tomhs ara 

And the black donds flit o'er the chill moonlight. 

Silent is all save ihe dropping rain. 

When slowly tJiere cometh a mourning train j 

The lone churchyard is dark and dim. 

And the mouraors raise a funeral hynm . 

" Open, dark grave, and talte her 
Though we have loved her so, 
Tet we most now foi^akc her. 
Love will BO more awake her : 

(0 bitter woe!) 
Open thine arms and take her 
To rest bek-w I 

" V^n is our mounifiil weepings 

Her gentle life is o'er ; 
Only the norm is creeping, 
Where she will soon be sleeping 

Forovormore : 
Nor joy nor love is keeping 
For her in store 1 " 

Gloomy and black are the cjprcas-lreoa. 
And drearily wave in the chili night breeze. 
The dark douda part and the heavens are bloR, 
Wliere the trembUng stars are shining through. 
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A VmiON. I 

Slowly aoross the gleaming sky, 

A crowd of white angela arc passing by, 

Uke a fleet of swans they float along, 

Or the silver notes of a dying song. 

Liko a cloud of incense tlicir pinions riae. 

Fading aivay up Che purple skies. 

But hosh ! for the Eilunt glory is stirred, 

By a strain such as efirth h^ never heard: 

" Open, Heaven ! we bear her. 

This gentle maiden mild. 
Earth's griefs wo gladly spare her. 
From earthly joys we tear her. 

Still undefiled; 
And 10 thine arms we bear her, 

Thine own, thy child. 

" Open, Heaven 1 no morrow 

Will see this joy o'crcost. 
No pain, no tears, oo sorrow. 
Her gentle heart will borrow ; 

Sad life is past ; 
Shielded and safo irom sorrow, 

At homo at last." 

But the vision faded and all was stiH, 
On the purple valley and distant hill. 
No sound was there save the wailing bcerae^ 
The rain, and tho ruatUug cjpress-treea. 
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PICTUJIES !N THE FIRK 



PICTUEES IN THE FIRE. 

ffi«^|HAT IS It jou ask me, darling^ 
wj^Pi AH my storica, cliild, jou know; 
Wwiiil ■^ ''^^^ '"' s'™''gs dreamB to tell j^u, 
Ajftail Piitarea I Imve none \o show. 

Tell JOU glorioos scenes of travel 1 
Nay, my child, that cannot bo, 

I have seen no foreign ci 
Marvels none o 



Yet strange sights in truth I witness. 

And I gajre nntil I tire ; 
Wondrous pictures, changing ever. 

As I look into the fire. 

There, last night, I saw a cavern, 
Black as pitch; within it lay. 

Coiled in many folds, a dragon. 
Glaring as if turned at bay. 

And a knight in dismal aimor 

On s, wing&d eagle came. 
To do battle with this dragon ; 

And Ms crest was all of flame- 
As I gazed Ihc dr^on faded. 

And, instead, sat Pluto crowned 
By a laJie of burning fire ; 

Spirits dark were crouching rotmd. 
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PICTURES m THE FISE. ,61 

That was gone, and lo I before mp, 

A cathedral vast and grim ] 
I conid almgst hear the organ 

Fcal along the arches dim- 
As I watched Iho vrrcathfcd pillars. 

Groves of stately palms arose, 
And a group of swarthy Indians 

Stealing on some sleeping foes. 

Stay : a cataract glancing brightly 
Dashed and sparklcil ; and bcsida 

Lay a broken marble monster. 

Mouth and eyes were staring wido. 

Then I saw a maiden wreathing 

Starry flowers in garlands Eweot ; 
Did she see the fiery serpent 
That waa wrapped about her feet 1 

That fell crashing all and vanished ; 

And I saw two armies close, — 
I could almost hear the clarions, 

And the shontmg of the foes. 

They wcto gone ; and lo 1 bright angel^ 



And I gaaed, and gaied, and slowly 
Gathered in my eyes sad toara, 

And the fiery pictures bore me 

Back through distant dreams of years. 



db, Google 



TUE SETTLERS. 

Once again I tested Borrow, 

With past joy was once more gaj. 

Till tlie flhade had gathored roond me — 
And the fire had died away. 



THE SETTLERS. 



I^^^SnWO stranger jonlha in tho "Far West, 
ten ^^i BuQCath the ancient forest trees, 
^P^V^ Pausing, ajnid their toil to rest, 
I ^B^Q Spake of their home beyond the seas ; 
Spake of the hearts that beat eo warmly. 

Of the hearts they loved so well. 
In their chilly Northern country. 

" Would," ihey cried, " some voice could tell 
Wliere they are, our own beloved ones I " 

They looked up to tho evening eky 

Half hiddea by the giant branches. 

But heard no angel-voice reply. 

All silent was tho quiet evening j 

Silent were tlie ancient trees ; 

They only heard the murmuring song 

That gently played among 



And did no waniing spirit answer. 
Amid tho silence all around i 

" Before tlie lowly village altar 
She thou lovest may be found, 
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THE SETTLERS. 

Then, who trnstest still so blindly. 

Know she stands a smiling bride I 
Foi^etting thee, she tumuth kindiy 

To the stranger at her side. 
Yes, this day thou art forgotMn, 

Forgotten, too, thy last tarewcll, 
AU tho TOWS that she has spoken. 

And thy heart has kept so nell. 
Dream no more of a starry future. 

In tiiy home beyond the seas ! " 
Bat he only heard the gontle sigh 
Of the summer breeze. 

So Eoftly paaaiog by 
The acacia-ttees. 

And vainly, too, the other, looking 

Smiling np through hopeM tears. 
Asked in bis heart of hearts, " Where 

She I loTO these many years t " 
He heard no echo calling faintly : 

" Lo, she hoth cold and pale. 
And her amile so calm and saintly 

Beeda not grieving sob or wail, — 
Eeeds not the lilioa strewn npoa her. 

Pure as she ia, and as white, 
Or the solemn chanting voices. 

Or the taper's ghastly light." 
Bnt silent still was the ancient fona^ 

Silent were the gloomy trees ; 

He only hoard the wailing sound 

Of the summer breeze. 

That sadly played around 
The acacia-trees I 
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HUSHl 

SJiFai] CAN scarcely hear," she murmiired, 
^ffl^^ " For my heart beats loud and fast, 
^Sj^^ But surely, in the far, far distance, 
t^icg^l I can hear a sound at last." 
" It is only the reapers singing. 

As they carry home their sheaves ; 
And the evening breeze lias risen, 
And rustles tJie dying leaves." 

" Listen ! there arc voices talkiag." 
Calmly sliU she strove to speak. 
Yet her voice grew faint and trembling. 
And the red flushed in her cheek. 
" It is only the children playing 

Below, now their work is done. 
And thoy laugh tliat their eyes are dazzled 
By the rays of the setting Eun." 

Painter grew her voice, and weaker. 

As with anxious eyes she cried, 
"Down the avenue of chestunts, 
I can hear a horseman ride." 

"It was only the deer that were feedii^ 

In a herd on the clover-grass. 
They were startled, and fled to the tMcket, 
As Ihey saw the reapers pass." 

Now the night arose iti silence. 

Birds lay in their leafy nest. 
And the deer couched in the forest. 

And the children were at rest; 
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Then) was only a Bound of weeping 
From walchers around a bed. 

But Rest to the weary spirit, 
Feacc to tlie quiet Dead 1 



^e@j|ti±jN the bright stars came ont last nighl^ 
^^jS And the dew lay on the flowers, 
^MEi I had a vision of delight, — 
aTfeg&l A dream of bygone hours. 

ThOBO hours that came and fled Bo fast. 

Of pleasure or of pain, 
As phantoms rose from out tho past 

Beforu my eyes ag^. 

With beating heart did I behold 

A train of joyons hours, 
Lit with ihe radiant light of old. 

And, smiling, crowned with flowers. 

And some were hours of childish sorrow, 

A mimicry of pain. 
That through their tears looked for a morw* 

They knew must smile again. 

Those hours of hope that longed for life. 

And wished their part begun, 
And ere the summons to the Strift 

Dreamed Ibat the fiehi was won. 
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t knew Ihe echo of tlieir voice. 
The starry crowns tJicj wore ; 

The viflioa made mj soul rejoice 
With the old thrill of jore. 

I knew the perfume of their flowers ; 

Tho glorious shining rays 
Around ihese happy, smiling hours 

Weifl lit in bygone days. 

O stay, I cried, — brighl Tisions, staj. 

And leave me not forlorn I 
But, smiling siill, they passed away. 

Like shadows of ^ morn. 

One spirit still remained, and cried, 
" Thy soul shall ne'er forget ! " 

lie standclli ever by my side, — 
The phamom called Regret ! 

But atiU the spirits rose, and there 

Were weary hours of pain. 
And anxious hours of fear and care 

Bound by an iroQ chain. 

Dim shadows came of lonely hours. 
That shunned the light of day. 

And in the opening smile of ^wers 
Saw only quick decay. 

Calm hours that sought the starry skiei 
For heavenly lore were tiiere ; 

With folded hands and earnest eyes, 
I knew the hoars of prayer. 
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THE TWO IKTEBPRETERS i 

Stern houra that darkened tho saa'a tight, 

Heralds of comiag; wocb, 
With trailing wings, before my Bight 

From the dim past aroso. 

As each dark visioa parsed and spoks 

I prayed it to depart : 
At each some buricil sorrow woke 

And stirred within my heart, — 

Until these hours of pain and caro 

Lifttid tlioir tearful eyes, 
Spread their dark pinions in the air. 

And faiiscd into the skiea. 



THE TWO IHTERPEBTEES. 

^^^E[HE clouds are flcctiiig by, father; 
S^^ I/)ok, in the shining west, 
H'^M' The great wliite clouds sail onward 
F^^M^ I Upon tho sky's blue breast. 
Look at a snowy eagle. 

His wings are tinged with red. 

And a giast dolphin follows him, 

With a erowa upon his head 1 " 

The father spake no word, but watched 
The drifiiog cionds roll by ; 

He traced a misty vision too 
Upon the Bhiniog sky ; 
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i THE TWO INTERPRETEICS. 

A slindony form, wilh woll-known graca 

Of weary love and care. 
Above the smiliog child she held. 

Shook down her floating h^. 

" The rfouda are ehanpng now, fiither, 

MountMna rise higher and iiiglier 1 
And see where red and purple ships 

Sail in a aea of fire 1 " 
The father pressed the little hand 

More closely in his own, 
And watched a clond-dream in the sky 

That he could see alooe : 
Bright angels raiTjing far away 

A white form, cold and dead. 
Two hold the feat, and two bore np 

The flower-crowned, drooping hea^. 

" See, fether, see J a glory floods 

The sky, and all is bright. 
And clouds of every liac and shade 

Bum in the golden light. 
And now, above an azore lake, 

Rise battlements and towers, 
Where knights and ladies climb the !ie>si 

All bearing pnrple Bowers." 

The father looked, and, wiih a pang 

Of love and strange alarm. 
Drew close the little eager child 

Within his sheltering arm ; 
Prom out the clonds the mother looks 

With wistful glance below, 
Bhe seems Co seek the treasure left 

On earth so long ago ; 
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COMFORT. 

Slie holds her arms out to her thild, 
Hie cradle-song she sin;^ : 

The last raya of the sunset gleam 
Upon her outspread wings. 

Calm twilight veils the summer skj. 

The shining cloads arc gone ; 
In vain the meny laughing child 

Still gayly prattles on ; 
In vain the bright stars, one b; one. 

On the hlnu silence start, 
A dreary shadow rests to-night 

Upon the father's heart. 



COHIFOET. 
B^aS^IAST thon o'er the clear heaven of thy 

®^B^ Seen tempests roll'' 

g^gg^l Hast iliou watched all the hopes thou 
wouldst have vion 

Fade, one by one 1 
Wait till tlie clouds are past, then raise iluno eye* 

To bluer skies. 

Haft thou gone sadly throtigh a dreary night. 

And found no light, 
No guide, no star, to cheer thee through the plain. 

No friend, save piun t 
Wait, and thy soul shall see, when niost forlorn. 
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170 COMFORT. 

Haat tlum beneadt anotlier's stem control 

Bent thy sad soal, 
And nasCod eacrcd liopes and precioos tears 1 

Yet fsha. thy fears, 
Foe llioii canst gain, even from iha bUicif£t part, 

A stTOogec heart 

Haa Pate o'erwhetincdtliCE with somcfuddcn blow! 

Let thy tears flow; 
Bnt know whea storms are past, the heavens appear 

More pure, more ck»r ; 
And hope, when ^rtliest bom their shining rajs, 

For brighter days- 
Hast thov found life a, cheat, and worn in Tiua 

Its iron chain ? 
Has &ij soul bent beneath e^th's heavy bond ! 

Look tl»u beyond ; 
If life is bitter — Oiere forever shine 

Hopes nwre divine. 

Art thon alone, and <!oca thy eoal eomplmn 

It lives in vjdn ^ 
Not vainly does he live who can endure. 

he tiiou snrc. 
That he who hopes and suffers here, can earn 



Hast thon found naught within thy troubled life 

Save inward stiitc '>. 
Hast thou found alt she promised thee. Deceit, 

And Hope a cheat 1 
Endure, and there shall dawn within thy breast 



db, Google 



HOME AT LAST. 



HOME AT LAST. 



^^^fellllLD, do not fcni ; 
|5^^^ We shall reaph our home to-night, 
^Jl^^jl For tlie slcj is clear, 
g^^^^ l And the waters bright ; 

And the breezes hare scarcely gtrength 
To nofold tliat little clond. 
That like a shrond 
Spreads out its fleecy length ; 

Then have no fear. 
As we cleaye oar ffllvet way 

Through the waters clear. 

Pear not, ray cliild ! 
ThongJi the waves are white and hi'^ 
And the storm blows wild 

Throngh the gloomy sky j 
On the edge oif the western sea, 
See that line of golden light. 

Is the harcn bright 
Where home is awaiting thee ; 

Where, this peril past, 
Wo shall rest from our slormy voyage 

In pea^e at laet 

Be not afraid ; 
But give me thy hand, and sea 
How the waves have made 
A cradle for thee. 
Night is cnnio, dear, and we shall rest; 
So turn from the angry skies. 
And close tMnu eyes. 
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UNEXPRESSED. 
And lay thy head on my breast : 

Chilli, do not weep; 
In the ealra, eold, purple depths 
There we aiiaQ sleep. 



UNEXPRESSED. 

S^WELLS within the soul of every Artist 
^^^ More than all his effort ean cxprCKH ; 
^^^ And ho knows the best remains luv 
iWfcJtSI uttered ; 
Sighing at what we call his eucfcss. 

Vainly ho may strive ; Iio daro not toll at 
All the saercd mysteries of the skies : 
Vainly he may atrivo, the deepest bennty 
Cannot he unveiled to mortal ejiia. 

And the more devoutly that he listens. 
And the holier message tluit is sent, 
Still the more his soul must struggle vainly. 
Bowed beneath a noble discontent. 



No Musician ever held your spirit 
Charmed and bound in his melodious ehiuns. 
Bat be sure he heard, and strove to render, 
Fcuble echoes ol 
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No real Poet over wove in numbers 
All his dream ; but Ihe diriucr part, 
Hiddon from all the world, spake to him only 
In the voiceless silence of ids heart. 

So with Lore ; for Love and Art united 
Are twin mysteries ; difierent, y«t the eama : 
Poor indeed vrould be the love of any 
Who could find its full and perfect name. 

Love may strive, but vain is the endeavor 
All its boQudless riches to nnfold ; 
Still its tcndcrest, truest secret lingers 
Ever in its deepest depths untold. 

Things of Time have voices : speak and perish. 
Alt and Love speak ; but their words must be 
Like sighings of illimitable forests. 
And waves of an unfathomable sea. 



BECAUSE. 

ra^^SlT ia not because your heart is mine — 

I^Su^XI Mine alone ; 

i^SJiWI It is not because you chose me, weak 
and lonely. 
For jour own ; 
Not because the earth is fairer, and the skiea 

Spread above you 
Are more radiant for the shining of your eyes — 
That I love you ! 
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It is not berainfle tho world's perplextd moaoing 

Grows more cleat ; 
And dio Pfltapcti of Heaven, wilh ungels leaning. 

Seem mora near ; 
And Nature sings of praise nith all her roiees 

Since yonrs spoke, 
Siace within m/ Eilent heart, that now rcjoiceE, 

Lovo awoke 1 

Nay, not even because jour band holds beart and 
Ufe; 

At your mil 
Soothing, husliing all its discord, making strifo 

Calm and elill; 
Teaching Trust to fold her wings, nor evor roam 

From her nest ; 
Teaching Love tliat her securest, safest home 

Must be Rest. 

But because this human Love, thongh true and 

Yours and mine — 
Has been sent hy Love more tender, more complclo, 

More divine ; 
That it leads our hearts to rest at last ia Heaven, 

Par above you ; 
Do I take yon as a gift that God has givaa — 

— And Ibve j'oui 
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BEST AT EYENINQ. 



REST AT EVESING. 

^^^HEN tho weariness of Life is coded, 
^wM^ And tiie task of our loug (lay is done, 
^^rofti And tho props, on which our heait* 

All have failed or broken, one by one ; 
Evening and our Sorrow's shadow blended. 
Telling as that peace is now begun. 

How far back will scom tho snn'e first dawrung. 

And those early mists so cold and gray ! 

Half forgotten even the toil of morning. 

And the heat and burthen of the day : 

Flowurs that wo were tending, and weeds Bconiiii& 

All alike withered and tast away. 



And the childiflh joy, so soon elated 

At the path wo thought none else had fonnd ; 

And the foolish ardor. Boon abated 

By the G»>rm which cost ns (o (ha groand. 

Vain those paaees on the icad, eai'h seeming 

As our final homo and resting-place ; 

And tho leaving thcni, while lean wei« streamj 

Of eternal sorrow down onr fece ; 

And the hands we held, fond folly di 

That no future could their Conch ufitce. 

All will then be fedcd : — night will borrow 
Slara of light to crown our perfbct rest j 
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And the dim vague memory of faini 

Then melt into a divine to-morrow ; 
O tow poor u liaj to be so blest ! 



A EETROSPECT, 

^ROM this feir point of present l)lia». 
Where we together stand, 
Let me look back onee more, and (raw 

Thai long and desert land, 
ow was cast my lot, and I conhl live, 
ajid thou ivert not. 

J heart coald beat, and know 
Alternate joy and pain. 
That Buns could roll from east to west, 
And clouds could pass in rain. 
And tho slow honrs without thee fleet, nor Bta^ 
(heir noiseless silver feet 

What had I then ? a Hope, that grew 

Each hour more bright and liear. 
The flush upon the caEtcm skies 
That showed the sun was near ; — 
Now night has faded far away, my ann has risen, 
and it is day. 
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Too noble and too Birect I thought 
To live, save in a dream ; — 
Witliio thy heart to-day it lies, anil looks on me 
from thy dear eyes. 

Some gentle spuit — Lore I thought — 

Built many a shrine of pain ; 
Though each iiilse Iciol fell to dust, 
The worahip was not vain, 
but a faint, radiant shadow cast l)acfc from ooi 
Lore upon the Past. 

Aiid Grief, too, held her vig^l there ; 

With unrelenting sway 
Breaking my cloudy visions down. 
Throwing my flowers away : — 
I owe lo her tbnd caxa alooe that I m^j dot be all 

Fair Joy was there, — her fluttering wings 

Watching through lung and patient nights. 
Listening long eager ilays ; 
I know now that her heart and mine were waiting, 
Love, to weieorae thine. 



Can see that oven that faded Past 

Was Ihjnc, beloved one, 
A so rejoice my Life may be all consecrated, 
dear, to thee. 
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A LEGEND OF PROVENCE. 

IS^y^^ S^ ltlE hj^Iits exCii^ished ; by the beactli 

K^^^ IIa,lf weary with a listless discontent. 
W&Ss^l The flifkering giaDt-shadows, gathoiiug 

Closed ruund me with a dim and silent fear. 
All dull, all dark; save when the leaping flame, 
Glancing, lit up a Picture's ancient (rarae. 
Above the hearth it hung. Perhaps [he night. 
My foolish tremors, or the gleaming light. 
Lent power U> that Portrait dark and quaint — 
A Portrait such as Rembrandt loved to paint — 
The iikensas of a Nun. I seemed lo tcaco 
A world of sorrow in the patient face, 
In the tlun hands folded across her breast : 
lis own aod the room's shadow hid the rest. 
I gttiicd and dnjamed, and the dull embers stirre<^ 
Till an old legend that I oava had heard 
Came bat:k to me ; linked to the mystic gloom 
Of that dark Kcture in the ghostly room. 
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Where earliest smiled that gracious child of Franeq 
A-ngcl and knight and fairy, called Homaiiee, 
X stood one day. The warm blue June was spread 
Upon ilic earth ; Mae sonuner overhead, 
Without a cloud to fleck its radiant glare. 
Without a breath to stir its sultry air. 
All still, all silent, save the eolibmg rush 
Of rippling waves, that lapsed in silver hush 
Upon (he beach; where, glitteringiowardstheatnind. 
The purple Mediterranean kissed (he land. 

All still, all peaceftil ; when a coimait chime 
Broke on the mid-day silence for a time. 
Then trembling into quiet, seemed to cease. 
In deeper silence and more utiet peace. 
So as I turned to gaze, where gleaming white. 
Half hid by sliadowy trees Irom paEseis' sight. 
The Convent hiy, one who had dwelt for long 
In tliat fair home of ancient tale and soi^. 
Who knew the story of each <;are and hiU, 
And every haunting fiuicy lingering still 
Witliin the land, spake tlius to me, and told 
The Convent's treasnred Legend, qount and old : -• 

Long yeaiB ago, a dense and flowering wood. 
Still more concealed where the white conventsloo^ 
Rome on its perftimed wings the title came : 
" Our Lady of tlie Hawthorns " is its name. 
Tlien did that bell, which still rings out tonlay. 
Bid all the country rise, or eat, or pray. 
Before that convent shrine, the haughty knight 
Passed the lone vi^t of his perilous flght ; 
For humbler cottage strife or yi^ll^;e brawl. 
The Abbess listened, prayed, and settled alL 
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Young liearts that camo, weighed down by love or 

wrong, 
Left her kind presence comfbited and strong. 
Eath jiasaing pilgrim, and each tieggitr'a right; 
Was food, and rest, and shelter for the night. 
But, more than this, the nuns could well impart 
The deepest mysteries of the healing art; 
Their store of herbs and simples was renowned. 
And held in wondering taith for miles antimd. 
Thus strife, love, sorrow, good and evil fate, 
Fonnd help and blessing at the convent gate. 

Of all the nuns, no heart waa half so ligh^ 

No eyelids veiling glances lialf as bright, 

No step that glided with such noiseless feet. 

No fiice that looked so tender or bo sweet. 

No voice that rose in choir so pure, so clear. 

No heart to aJI the others half so dear. 

So surely touched by others' pain or woe, 

(Guessii^ the grief her yonng life could not koowj 

Ko soni in childlike tai^ so ondefilcd. 

As Sister Angela's, the " Convent Child." 

For thus they loved to call her. She had known 

Ho home, no love, no kindred, save their own. 

An orphan, to th^ tender nursing given. 

Child, plaything, pupil, now the Bride of Heaven. 

Anit she it was who trimmed the httnp's red light 

That swung before the altar, day and night; 

Her hands it waa, whose patient skill could tract 

The finest brradery, weave the costliest laee; 

But most of all, her Srst and dearest care. 

The offiL* she would never miss or share. 

Was every day to weave fresh garlands aweet. 

To plaM before tUo shrine at Jfcry's feet. 
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Nature is hounteoas in that region &ir, 

For even Winter has her blossonis tlicro. 

ThuB Angela loved to count each fuaet the beat. 

By telling with what flowerg the slirino waa dreascd 

In pomp Eapiema the countless Boscb passed^ 

Battalion on battalion throning fast. 

Each with a diSerent banner, flaming bright. 

Damask, or striped, or crimeon, pink, or white. 

Until tbcy bowed before a new-born queen. 

And ttie pure virgin Lilj rose serene. 

Though Angola always tliought tbe Mother blest 

Must love the time of her own hawChoruB best. 

Each Bveoing tliroogli tha year, willi equal cue. 

She pUced her Bowers; then kneeling down b 

pra,yor. 
As their foint perimne rose before the shrine. 
So rose her thoughts, as pore and as divine. 
She knelt until the shades grew dim without. 
Till one by one the altar lights shone out. 
Till one by one the Nana, like shadows dim. 
Gathered around to chant their vesper hymn ; 
Her voice then led the music's wing&d flight. 
And "Ave, Maris Stella" filled the night. 

But wherefore linger on those days of peace ? 
Wlien storms draw near, then quiet hours must ceaHi 
War, cruel war, dcfiicod the land, and came 
So near the convent with its breath of flame. 
That, seeking elielter, fi^ghtencd peasants fled. 
Sobbing oat tales of coming fear and dreitd. 
Till aflor a fierce skirmish, down the road. 
One night came straggling soldiers, with Uieir load 
Of wounded, dying comrades ; and the band. 
Half pleadi:^, yet as if they could command. 
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Siiitimoned the (romblii^ SiEWrs, craved tluar care, 

ThcTi rodo away, and left the wonndud there. 

But eooii compasKou bode all fear deport, 

Aiid biilJing every Sister ilo her part. 

Some prepare simples, healing salves, or bands. 

The Alibess chose the more experienced hands 

To dress die wounds needing raoat sldlM care; 

Tut even the youngest Novice took her share. 

To Angela, who had but ready will 

And tunder pity, yet uo special skill, 

Was given the charge of a young fore^ kmght. 

Whoso wounds were painfiil, bnl whose danger Blight, 

Day aAer day elu) watched beside his bed. 

And liist in huslicd repose the houis ilcd ; 

Ilts tcvcrish moans alone the silence stirrol. 

Or her soft i-oice, uttering some pioua word. 

At lust the fever left him ; day by day 

The hours, no longer silent, passed away. 

What could she speak of? First, to stili his plaint^ 

She Ktld liim trends of tlic martyred Saints ; 

Described the pangs, which, through God's plen 

teous grace, 
Had gained ihrar sools so high and bright a, place. 
This pious artiBce soon found success — 
Or so she fanciod — for ho murmured less. 
So she described the glorious pomp snblime 
In which the chapel shone at Easter lime, 
Tlio banners, vestments, gold, and colors bright, 
Conotcd how many tapers gave their light ; 
Then in minute detail went on to say, 
IIow (hi High Altar looked on Christmait.day : 
The kings and shepherds, all in green and red. 
And a bright star of jewels overhead. 
Then told the sign by which tlicy all had seen 
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How even nature bred to greet her Qneen, 
Por, whcu Our Lady's laat ptooession wont 
Down tlie ioag garden, every head was hen^ 
And, rosar; in. hand, each Sister prayed ; 
As the long Soatiug banners were displayed, 
They strai^k the hawtlioni boughs, and showers an] 

showeia 
Of buds and blossoms strewed her way with flowers. 
Tho knight unwearied listened; till at last. 
Ho too described tho glories of his past ; 
Toorncj, and joost, and pageant bright and tau. 
And all the lovely ladies who were there. 
Bnt half ineredntoua she heard. Could this — 
This bo the world 1 this place of love and bliss ! 
Wliere then was hid the strange and liideous cham^ 
That never Mlud to bring the gazer liann ! 
She crossed herself, yet asked, and listened still. 
And still the knight described with all his skill 
The glorious world of joy, all jojs above. 
Transfigured in the golden mist of iovc. 
Spread, spread your wings, ye angel guardiatis 

bright, 
And shield these dazzling phantoms from her sightl 
But no ; [lays passed, matins and vespers rang, 
And still the qoict nuns toiled, prayed, and saog. 
And never guessed the fatal, colling net 
Which every day drew near, and nearer yet, 
Aronnd their darhng ; for she went and came 
About her duties, outwardly the same. 
Tlie same ? ah, no ! even when she knelt to pray, 
Some charmed dream kept all her heart away. 
So days went on, until the convent gate 
Opened one night. Who durst go ibith so lalal 
Across the moonlit grass, with stealthy tread. 



db, Google 



A LEGEffD OF PROVENCE. i8j 

Two Bilent, shroudud figurea paflsod anil fled. 
Aod all yias silent, save tlie moujiiiig seas, 
That sobbed and pleaded, and a wailiug breeze 
That sighed amoug llie perfluncd liawthoni-trees. 

What noed to tdl that dream so briglit and brief. 

Of joy njichettered by a dread of grief? 

Wliat need to toll how all such dreams iniist lade. 

Before the slow, foreboding, dreaded shade, 

Ttiat floated nearer, nutil pomp and pride, 

Pleasnro and wealth, were stunmoneil to her aide. 

To bid, at least, the noisy hours forget. 

And clnnior down the whispers of regret 

Still Angela strove to dream, and etrova in vain; 

Awakened once, she could not sleep agun. 

She saw, eoeh day and hour, more worthless growa 

The heart for whioh she cast away her own; 

And her soul learnt, through bitterest inward strife. 

The slight, frail love for which she wrecked her Ii% 

The phantom for which all her hope was given. 

The cold bleak earth for which she bartered heaven I 

Bat all in vain ; would even the tenderest heart 

Now sloop K3 take so poor an outcast's part 1 

Years fled, and she grew reckless more and more. 
Until the humblest peasant closed Jus door. 
And where die passed, fair dames, in scorn and pridc^ 
Shudtlered, and drew their rustlii^ rolies aside. 
At last a yearning seemed to fill her soul, 
A lon^ng that was stronger than control : 
Once more, just once again, to see the place 
That knew her young and itmocent ; to retraea 
The long and weary Bouthem path ; to ga^a 
Upon the haven of her cliildish days ; 
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Once mure benealh the ronvcnt roof to lie ; 
Once more to look npon her Lome — and Aio I 
Weary and worn — her comrades, chill rcmorsa 
And black despair, jct a strange silent force 
Within licr heart, that drew her more and more — 
Onward she crawled, and begged from door fo door. 
Weighed down with weary days, hct fciling Btretigth 
Grew less eaeli honr, till one day's dawn at lon^h, 
Aa HrHt ils rays flooded the world witli light. 
Showed the broad waters, glittering hluo and bright, 
And where, amid tlie leafy hawthorn wood, 
Juat as of oM the quiet cloislor stood. 
Would any know her ? Nay, no fcar. Her lace 
Had lost all trace of youth, of joy, of grace. 
Of the pure, liappy soul tliey used to know — 
The novice Angela — so long ago. 
She rang the convent bell. The well-known sound 
Smote on lier heart, and bowed her to the ground. 
And she, who liad not wopt for long, dry years. 
Felt tlie strange rush of unaccustomed tears ; 
Terror and anguish seemed to check her breath. 
And stop her heart. God ! conid this be death f 
Crouching against the iron gate, she hud 
Her weary head against the bars, and prayed : 
But nearer footsteps Ak^v, then seemed to wait; 
And then she heard the opening of the grate. 
And saw Iho withered face, on which uvoke 
Pity and sorrow, as the portress spoke, 
And asked the stranger's bidding ; " Take rot in," 
She faltered, " Sister Monica, from sin. 
And sorrow, aod despair, that will not ceases 
0, take me in, and let me die in pesicc ! " 
With sootliing words tho Stter bsde her wait, 
Jnlil she brought llie key to tubar the gate. 
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TIio beggar tried to tliank her aa she lay. 

And heard tho echoing footsteps die away. 

Bat what soft voice vaa timt wliicii sounded nciu', 

And sfiired strange trouble in her heart to hear ? 

She raised her head ; she saw — she seemed to 

A tkco that came from long, long years ago : 

Herself; yet not as when she fled aivay, 

Tiie young and blooming novioc, fair and gny, 

Bnt a, grave woman, gentle and serene : 

The ontcaat knew it, — nJiat she mujia have fecn. 

But, as she gazed and gazed, a radiance bright 

Filled all tho place with strange and sadden light j 

The nun was there no longer, bnt instead, 

A Hgnro with a circle round its head, 

A ring of glory ; and a face, so meek. 

So soft, so tender. . . . Angela strove to speak, 

And stretched her hands out, crying, " Mary mild. 

Mother of mercy, help me ! — help your child ! " 

And Mary answered, "From thy hitter past. 

Welcome, my child I O, welcome home at last ! 

I filled thy place. Thy flight is known to none, 

Por all thy d^ly dutica I have done ; 

Gathered thy flowers, and prayed, and sung, and 

Didst thou not know, poor child, (% place sjos hept t 
Kind hearts aie here ; yet would the tenderesl one 
Have limits to its mercy : God lias none. 
And man's fo^veness may be true and sweet. 
But yet he stoops to give ii. More complete 
Is l/uve that lays foi^iveoess at thy feet, 
And pleads with thee to raieo it. Only Heaven 
Menus crowned, not vtaiqui^ied, when it says, ' Fob 
given I ' " 
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Bock hurried Sister Monica ; hat where 
Was the poor beggar she left lying ihoto ! 
Gone ; and she searched in vain, and Bought tho plaCA 
For Ihat wan woniaji, widt the piteous fiice ; 
But onlj Angela at the gateway stood, 
Laden with hawthorn hlosBoms from tho ■wood. 
And never did a day pa^i by again. 
But tho old portress, with a sigh of pain, 
Would sorrow for her loitering : with a prayer 
That the poor beggar, in her wild despair. 
Might not havo come to any ill ; and when 
She ended, " God forgive her I " hvunbly then 
Did Angela bow her head, and say, " Amen ! " 
How pitiful her heart was I ail could trace 
Something that dimmed llie briglitncss of her face 
After that day, which none had Been before ; 
Sot trouble — but a shadow — nolhicg more. 

Teais passed away. Then, one dark day of dread 
Saw all the Sisters knecUng round a bed. 
Where Angela lay dying ; every breath 
Struggiing beneath die heavy hand of de^. 
But suddenly a flush lit up her check. 
She raised her wan right hand, and strove to speal^ 
In sorrowing love they listened ; not a sound 
Or ^gh disturbed the ntter silence round. 
Tho very taper's flames were scarcely stirred. 
In such hushed awe the sisl«rs knelt and heard. 
And through Ihat silence Angela told her hfe : 
Her sin, her flight ; the sorrow and the stritb. 
And the return ; and then cU^ar, low, and calm, 
" Praise God for me, my sisters " ; and the psalm 
Rang ap to heaven, far and clear and wide, 
Jffl i-iii, and yet again, then sank and died ; 
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Whilo her white taee had suoh a smile of peace, 
Thej saw she never heard tJie musie euase ; 
And weeping sisters laid her in her tomh, 
Crownodwiih awreath of pertumed hawthorn bloom. 

And thus the Legend ended. It nmj bo 
Samothing is hidden in the mjsteij. 
Besides the lesson of God's pu^oa ihown. 
Never enough believed, or asked, or known. 
Have we not all, amid lift's pettf strile. 
Some pure ideal of a noble life 
That once seemed possihla 1 Did we not hear 
The flutter of its wings, and foci it near. 
And jost within our reach 1 It was. And yet 
We lost it in this daily jar and fret. 
And now live idle in a v^;De regrot. 
But still our plaee is kqit, and it will wdt. 
Beady for na to fill it, soon or lato : 
No star is ever lost we once have seen, 
We ftlwajB may be what we might have been. 
Since Good, though only thought, has life and hroatl^ 
God's life — can always be redeemed from deali ; 
And evil, in its nature, is decay. 
And any hour can blot it all away 1 
The hopes that lost in some far distance seen), 
Has ^ the Imer life, and this the dream. 
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51E was the first always : Fortttne 
3 Shone liriglit in his face. 
U I fouglit for jcarg ; with no effort 
IJ He conquered the place : 
We ran ; my feet were all bleeding. 
But he won llie race. 



Spite of his raanj ei 

Men loved him the same; 

My one pale ray of goorl fortune 
Met ecotSng and blame. 

When we erred, they gave him pily. 
But me — only sliame. 

My home was still in the shadow. 

His lay in the ano : 
I longed in vain : wliat he asked ibr 

It Btraightway was done. 
Once I slaked all my heart's Ireasoit^ 

We played — and ho won. 

Yes ; and just now I hare seen liini. 

Cold, smiling, and blest, 
Laid in Ma eofiia. God help rae I 

While he is at rest, 
I am cursed still to live ; — even 

Duidi loved hi"! the best. 
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OVER THE MOUHTAIN. 

^-k^llOI dreary prison walla 
^^^S The fltern, gray mounCfuni rise 
g^l Umil their topmost crags 
■^•Hal Touch the far gloomy ekies i 
Odo et»!p and nanow path 

Winda up (Jio mountain's creat. 
And from our valley leads 
Out to the golden West. 
I dwell here iu content, 

Thankful for tranquil days ; 
And yet my eyes grow dim. 

As st^ll I gaze and gaza 
Upon that mountain pass. 

That leada — or bo it seems — 
To some far happy land, 

Known in a world of dream*. 

And as I wateh that path 

Over tlie distant hill, 
A foolish longing comes 

My heart and soul to fill, 
A painfiil, strajige desire 

To break some weary bond ; 
A vague minttered wish 

For what might lie beyond 1 

In that far world unknown. 

Over that distant hill. 
May dwell the loved and lost. 

Lost — yet beloved etiil ; 
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I have a yearning hope, 

Half longing, and half pain. 
That by that mountain pass 

They nmy retam i^ain. 
Space may keep friends apart. 

Death has a mighty thniJl ; 
There is another gulf 

Border to crosa than all ; 
Tet wftlohing that fej road, 

My heart beats full and fast; 
If they should come once more. 

If they should come at last I 

Sec, down the mountain side 

The silver vapore creep ; 
They hide the rocky clif6, 

They hide tlie craggy 8tee[^ 
They hide the narrow path 

That comcfl across the hill : — 
O foohsh longing, cease, 

O beating Heart, be still I 



^^^^^lE niuit not douht, or fear, or dri >d, that 

proffii And that the calm and Eainted dead will 
SS^^^kI jncct estranged and eold in heaven ; — ■ 
O, Love were poor and vain indeed, baaed on ao 
harsh and stem a ciecd. 
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True that this earth must pass away, wiih all the 
aiarry worlds of Jight, 

With aJi tho glory of the day, and calmer tender- 
ness of night ; 

For in that radiant home can shine alone the 
immortal and divine. 

Earth's lower things — her pride, her feme, her 
science, learning, wealth, and power — 

Slow growths that through loi^ ages came, or 
fruits of some convulsive hour. 

Whose very memoEy must decay — Heaven is too 
pure for such as they. 



They, 


aa complete : 


then- work 


is done. Sc 




them sleep 


in endless rei 




Love's 


life is only here began, no 


.r is, nor can 




fully blest; ; 






It has 




spread its ■ 


irii^, amid 




crowd of K 


Leaner things. 





Jost for the very shadow thrown upon its sweol' 

neas hero below. 
The cross that it must bear alone, and bloody 

baptism of woo. 
Crowned and completed through its pain, we know 

that it shall rise again. 

So if its flame bom pure and bright, here, where 

our an- is dark and denee. 
And nothing in this world of night lives with a 

When it shall reach its homo at length — how 
bright its light 1 how strong its strength I 
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196 A WARNING. 

And while the vain weak lores of earth (for snA 

base c^ountorfeils abound) 
Shall perish with what gave iJiem birih — thejj 

graves are green and fresh around. 
No fiineral soag shall need to rise for the trna 

Love that never dies. 

If in mj heart I now could fear that, risen again, 

we should not know 
What WK3 onr Life of Life when here, — the hearts 

we loved BO maeh bdow, — 
I would arise this verj day, and cost eo poor a 

thing away. 

But Love is no such soulless clod : living, perfected 

it shaU rise 
Transfigtired in tlie light of God, and gifing glory 

to the skies : 
And tliat whiiih mates this life so sweet shall 

render Heaven's juy complew. 



A WARNING. 

SjLACE your hands in mine, & 
1 With tbeir rose-leaf touch 
n If you heed my warning, 
Si It will spare you much. 



Ah ! with just such sm 
Unbelieving eyOE, 

Years ago I heard it : - 
You shall be more s 
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A WABNlIfG. 
Ton hftyo one great treasure, 

Joy for all your life ; 
Do not tot it perish 

la one reckless strife 

Do not ventnre all, child, 
In one frail, wcdk heart; 

So, through any shipwreck. 
You may save a part 

Whore your bouI is tempted 
Most to trust your fete. 

There, with double caution. 
Linger, fear, and wait. 

Measure all you give, still 
Counting what you take ; 

Love for love ; bo placing 
Each an equal stake. 

Treasure love ; though ready 
Still to live without. 

In your fondest trust, feeep 
Just one thread of doubt. 



Build 01 

Love haa but to-day : 
If the links 

Cut the hond away. 

Trust no prayer nor promise ; 

Words arc grains uf sand : 
To keep your heart onhrokeo, 

Hold it in your hand. 
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That your lore may flnish 

Calm as it begun, 
Learn this lesson better. 

Dear, than I have done. 

Years heoco, perhaps, this warning 

You shall give again, 
In just the self-same words, dear. 

And — jiiat aa muth — in vajn. 



^^^3AFY, if God should make them ki:^, 
™yKi Might not disgrace the throne HegavSJ 
^^FB How few who could as well fulfil 
y>api| The holier office of a slave ! 

I hold him great who, for Love's sate, 
Cau {^TC, with generous, earnest will, — 

Yot he who taJtes for Love's sweet eahe, 
I tliink I hold more generous still. 

I prize the inslintt that can turn 

From vain pretence with proud disdain} 

Yet more I prize a simple heart 
Paying credulity with paio. 

I bow before the noble mind 

That freely some great wrong forgives i 
Yet nobler ia the one forgiven. 

Who bears that burden well, and Uvea. 
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It maj be liatd to gain, and still 
To keep a lowly steadfast hcact ; 

Yot ho who loses fiaa to !i!l 
A harder and a truer part. 

Glorions it is t» wear the crown 
Of a deserved and pure suetcss; — 

Ho who knows how to fail has woa 
A CrowQ whoso lustro is not less. 

Great may he be who can command 
And rub with just and tender sway ; 

Yet is diviner wisdom taught 
Better by him who can obey 

Blessed are those who die for God, 
And earn liio Martyr's crown of light; 

Tet he who lives for God may be 
A greater Conqueror in His sight. 



^^sglQLIiE is a deep and subtle snare 
iSIR^ Whoic sure temptation hardly faili, 
raC^^ Will' h, jtist because it looks so lair, 
"^^Wl Only a noble heart assails. 

So all the more we need be strong 
Agamst tins false and seeming Bight ; 
Which none the less is deadly wrong, 
Becanae it gUtlers cloibeii in light. 
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, OP TIM as. 

Wlien ilutieB anfalfilied reTnain, 
Or noble works are left nnplanncd. 
Or when great deeds cry out in vain 
On coward heart and irembliog hand, — 

Then will a Bceming Angel Bpcak : — 
•' Tliu hours are fleeting — great the need — 
IT thon art strong and others weak, 
TMna be the effort and the deed. 

" Deaf are their ears who ought to Iiear ; 
Idle their hands, and dull their soul ; 
While sloth, or ignorance, or fear, 
Fetters them with a blind control. 

" Sort thon the tangled web aright ; 
Take thou tho toil, lako thou the paiai 
For fear the hour begin its Might, 
While ffight and Duty plead in valu." 

And now it is I bid thee panse. 
Nor let this Tempter bend thy will : 
Tliero are diiioer, truer laws 
That teach a nobler lesson stilL 

Leam that each duty makes its claim 
Upon one soul : not each on all. 
How, if God speaks thy brotber's nam^ 
Dare thou loako answer to the call * 

The greater peril in the strife, 
The kiss this evil should be done; 
For as in battle, bo in life, 
Danger and honor atJU are on» 



db, Google 



A LOST CBOBD. 
Aronse him then : — this is thj part : 
Show liim tho claJm ; point oat the need ; 
And nerve hia arm, and cheer liis heart ; 
Then stand, aside, and aay, " God speed ! " 

Smooth thou his path cro it is trod ; 
Barnish ihe arms tlutt he must wicl<I ; 
And pray, with all thy strength, that God 
May crown him Victor of die field. 

And then, I think, thy goal ehftl] feel 
A nobler thrill of trne contonl, 
Than if presumptnoos, eager zeal 
Had seized a crown for others meant. 

And ETen that tctj deed shall shine 
In mystic sense, divine and true. 
More wholly and more purely thine ~ 
Because it is another's too. 



A LOST CHORD. 

I^^EATED one day at the Organ, 
i^^S I was weary and ill at case, 
^^w And my fingers wandered idly 
^^^1 Over the noisy keys. 

I do not fenow niiat I was playing. 
Or what I was dreaminj; then ; 

But I struck one chord of music. 
Like the sound of a. great Amen. 
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It flooded the crimson twiliglit, 

Like the close of an Ai^el'e Psalni, 

And it lay on my fercced spirit 
With a, touch of infinite calm. 

It qoieCed pain and eorrow, 
Like love OYorcoming strife ; 

It seemed the harmoniouE echo 
From om' discordajit life. 

It linked ali perplexed meaaiags 

Into one perfect peace, 
And trembled away into silooee 



I have songht, hut I seek it vainly. 
That one lost chord divine, 

That came from ttio soul of the Organ, 
And ent«r«d into mine. 

It may be that Death's bright angel 
Will speak in that chord again, 

It maj bo iJiat only in Heaven 
I shall hear that grand Amen 



TOO LATE. 
p|USH 1 apeak low ; Ircad s< 



fes, she does look poaeefiil ; 
With that smile she died. 
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Even now you trace 

On the wan, worn fcaturcs 

Of the elill wliite face. 

Restless, helpless, hopeless. 
Was her bitter part ; — 

Now — how still the Violet* 
Lie upon her Heart I 

She who toiled and labored 
For her daily bread ; 

See the velvet hangings 
Of this 8tBt«iy bed. 



Their relentless past. 

Ah, they would have given 
Wealth, and homo, and pridj^ 

To see her juat look happy 
Once before she died I 

They strove hard to please her, 
Bnt, when death is near. 

All you know is deadeaed, 
Hope, and joy, and tear. 



Deeper still — one pain 

Was beyond them : hoahng 

Camo lo-day — in vain I 
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If she had but lingered 
Jnst a few hours more ; 

Or hud this letter leaehed het 
Jost one day Iwfore I 

I can almost pitj 

Even liim to-day ; 
Though he let this anguish 

Eat her heart away. 

Yet she never blamed him ; — 
One day you shall know 

How this sorrow happened j 
It was long ago. 

I have read the letter ; 

Many a weary year, 
For one word she hungered,— 

There are thousand b here. 

If she conld but hear it. 
Could but undcrstuQil ; 

See, — I put the letter 
In her told while hand. 

Even these words, so longed fbr» 



But 1 mount hia fate. 

When he hears his letKur 

Came a day too late. 
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TBE REQUITAL. 



THE EEQXJITAL. 

-irfflOUD roared the Tempest 
feSS Past fell the eleet ; 
^% A little Child Angel 
'^E Paseecl down the street 
With trailing pinioos. 
And weary feet. 

The moon was hidden; 

No BtwH were bright ; 
So ehe could not sliclt^ 

In heaven that night. 
For tbo Angels' ladders 

Are rays of light. 

She beat her wings 
At each window-pane. 

And pleaded for shelter. 
But all in vain : — 

•' Listen," thoy said, 
" To the pelting rain t " 

She sobbed, as the langhter 
And miith jjrew higher, 

" Give me rest and aheller 
Bteido your fire. 

And I will give yon 
Tour heart's desire." 



vatchiog 



db, Google 



THE REQUITAL. 
While his heart was floatii^ 

Down hope's bri(;lit stream; 
... So he wove her wailing 

Into his dream. 

The worker toiled on, 
For his time was brief; 

The mourner was nursing 
Her own pale grief: 

They heard not the promlae 
That brought rehef. 

Bnt fiercer the Tempest 

Hose than before. 
When the Angel paused 

At a hmnble door, 
And sfked for shelter 

And help once more. 

A weaiy woman, 

FaJe, worn, and thin, 
With the brand upon her 



Took her in gently. 

And did her best 

To drj her pinions ; 
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RETURNED ~ » MISSING.'" 
Up the first sunbeam 

The Angel fled ; 
Having kissed the woman 

And left her — dead. 



To put all hope away : — 
Thank God that I have done so. 
And tan t>e calm to-day 1 

For hope deferred — yon know it — 
Ones made my heart so aick: 

Now, I expect no longer ; 
It is but the old trick 

Of hope, that makes me tremble, 
And makes my heart beat quick. 

All day I sit here calmly ; 

Not as I did before, 
Wfttdiing for one whoso footstep 

Comes never, never more. , . . 
Iluah < was that some one passing. 

Who paused beside the door! 
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RETURNED — " MISSINQ.^ 



You faociiid jon had heard. 

Liio has more things to dwell on 
Than jnst one useless pain, 

Uselcxs and past forcvcF ; 
But noble things remaJii, 

And wait us all : . . . you too, deal 
Do jou think hope quito yajn ? 

AH others have forgotten, 
'T is right I should forget^ 

Kor live on a keen longing 

Which shallows forth regret ; . . 

Are not the letters coming ' 
The sun is almost Get. 

How that my restless legion 
Of hopes and fears is floil. 

Beading is joy and comfort .... 
.... This very day I read, 

O, such Si strnnge returning 

Of one whom all thooght deadi 

Not that 1 dream or fancy. 
You know all that is past ; 

Earth has no hope to ^vc me. 
And yet — Time flies so fast 

That all but the impossihlo 
Might be brought back at last 
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ly THE WOOD. 



IN THE WOOD. 



S the wood irhere Ehadows are decpiset 

I'roia the branches overhead, 
Wliere the wild wood-slrawbemes dosCe^ 

And the tioftest moss is spread, 
(O-daj nith a feiry, 
And I ibUoived her wh»« she led. 

Some magical words sha uttured, 

I alone could undeistand. 
For the skj grew bluer and brighter j 

While there rose on either bsiiii 
The cloudy walls of a, palace, 

That was built in Fairy-htod. 

And I stood in it strange cncliantmoit ; 

I had known it all before ; 
In my heart of hearts was the m^e 

Of dnys tliat will ooine no more. 
The magic of joy departed, 

That Time can never testate. 

That neTer. nh, never, nerer. 

Never again on be ; — 
Shall I tell you wliat powetful faiiy 

Built op this palace for me ? 
It was only a little white Violet 

I tbuud at the root of a, Creo. 
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T^O WOBLDS. 



TWO WORLDS 



y^^iaiOD'S world is bathed in beauty, 
'i^^K God's world is siecped in ligjit ; 
A^aja It 13 tha golf-same glory 
i?^fg*i| Tliat makes the day so brtgh^ 
Which thrills the cortii wilh music. 
Or hangs the stare in nigiit. 

Hid in earth's mines of silver, 
^Floating on clouda above, — 

ItiBging in Autumn's tempest^ 
Murmored by every dove, — 

One thought fills God's creation, 
Ks own great name of Love ! 

L) God's world' Strength is lovely. 

And so is Beauty strong, 
And Light — God's glorious shallow^ 

To both great gifts belong ; 
And they al! melt into Bwoutness, 

And till the earth with Song. 

Above God's world bends Heaven, 
With day's kiss pure and brigh^ 

Or folds her still more fondly 
In the tender shade of nip ht ; 

And she casts back Heaven's sweetum^ 
In fragrant love and light. 
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TWO WORLDS. 

Or lingeriug dew-drops qnivcr, 
Oc red slorms arc unfurled ; 

The same deep love ia throbbing 
Through the great heart of God's wo: 

Han's world is blacli and blighted. 
Steeped through with self and sin , 

And should liis feeble purpose 
Some feeble good begin, 

The work is marred and tainted 
By Leprosy within. 

Man's world in bleak and bitter^ 

Wherever he has trod, 
Ho spoilB the tender beauty 

That blossoms on the sod. 
And blasts the loving Heaven 

Of the great, good world of God. 

There Strength on coward weakneu 

In cruel might will roll ; 
Beauty and Joy arc cankers 

That eat away the soul ; 
And Love — O God, avenge it— 

The plague-spot of the whole. 

Man's world is Pain and Terror ; 

He found it pure and fair. 
And wove in nets of sorrow 

The golden summer air. 
Black, hideous, cold, and dreary, 

Man's curse, not God's, is there. 
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A NEW MOTHER. 
Bnt listens where iJie echoes 

Of his own diecoriis fell. 
Then clamors liaek to Heaven 

Thai God has done it alL 

O God, man's heart is dtirkened, 

He will not understand I 
Show him Thj domi and fire ; 

And, with Thine own right hanS, 
Then lead him through his dcscil. 

Back lo Thj Holy Land 1 



A NEW MOTHER. 

Aifejr^l WAS with my lady when sTio died ! 
^CL^K' I it was who guided her weak hand 
^M^^ For a blessing on eaoli little head, 
^^E^S) Laid her bahy by her on the bed. 
Heard the words they could not understand. 

And I drew them round my Itnee that mght, 
Hushed their childish glee, and made them say 
They would keep her words with loving tean, 
They would not forget her dying fcara 
Lest the thought of her should fede away. 

I, who guessed what her last dread had been, 
Made a promjee lo that still, eold face. 
That her eiiildrcn's hearts, at any cost. 
Should be with the mother they had losl^ 
When a stranger came to take her place. 
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A SEW MOTBER. 11} 

And 1 know m much ! for I had lived 
With my lady eince her childhood : known 
What her young and happy days had been. 
And the grief no other ejres had seen 
I had watched and sorrowed for alone. 

Ah 1 she once had Buch a happy smile ! 

I liad known how sorely she was tried ; 

Six short years before, her eyes were brighl 
As her little bluo-eyed May's that night, 

When she stood by her dead mother's side. 

No, I will not say he was unkind ; 

But she had been used to lore and praise. 
Hu was aomewhftt grave, — perhaps, in trufll 
Could not weave her joyous, smiling youth 

Into all his slcm and serious ways. 

She, who should have reigned a, blooming floweTi 
First in pride and honor, as in prace, — 
She, whose will had once ruled all around. 
Queen and darhng of ns all, — - she found 
Change indeed in that cold, stately place. 

Tet she would not blame him, even to me, 
Thoi^ she often sat and wept alone ; 
But she eould not bide it near her death. 
When she stud with her last siru^ling breath- 
" Let my babio still remain my own 1 " 

I it waa who drew the sheet aside. 
When he saw his dead wife's face. That test 
Seemed to strike right to his heart. He aiu4 
Iq a strange, low whisper, to Ihc dead, 
" God knows, love, I did it for the best 1 ' 
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m A N'EW MOTHER. 

And he wept — yes, I will be jnsi — 
Wlicn I brought the children to him there. 

Wondering sorrow in their babj eyes ; 

And he soothed ihcm with hia (ooA rcpliea. 
Bidding me give double love and care. 

Ah, I loved them well for her dear eakc : 

Little Arthur, with his serious air ; 

May, with all her mother's pretty ways. 
Blushing, and at any word of praise 

Shaking out her sunny golden hnir. 

And the little one of all — poor cliild ! 

She liad cost that dear and precious life. 
Once Sir Arthur spoke my lady's name, 
When the haby's gloomy cliristcning came. 

And he called her " Olga — like my wife 1 " 

Save that time, he never spote of her : 
Ho grew graver, sterner, every day ; 

And the children ftlt it, for they dropped 

Low their vo ces, and their laughter stopped. 
While he stood and watched them at their play- 
No, he never named their mother's name. 
Bui^ I told them of her : told them all 

Slie Imd been ; so gentle, good, and bright; 

And I always took them every night 
Wliere her picture hnng in the gi«at hall. 

There she stood: white daisies in her hand. 

And her red tips parted as to speak 
With a smile ; the blue and sunny mr 
Seemed fo stir her floating golden hair. 

And to bilnj' a laiut blueh on her cheek. 
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A NEW MOTHER. i,j 

And Sir Arthur had ijcon mach away. 
Then the news came I I shed man; tears 
Wlien I saw tho truth of all my fears 

Rise before me on that bitter day. 

Any one but her I could hayo borne ! 

But iny lady loved her aa her friend. 

Through their childhood and their early youth. 
How she used to count upon the truth 

Of this friendship that would never end ! 

Older, graTcr than my lady was, 
Whose young, gautle heart on her relied, 

Shu would give advice, and praise, and blam^ 
And my lady leant on Margaret's name, 
As her dearest comfort, help, and guide. 

I had never liked her, and I think 
That my lady grew to doubt her too, 

Since her marriage ; ibr she named her less. 

Never saw her, and I used to guess 
At som« secret wrong I never knew. 

That might be or not. Bnt now, to hear 
She would come and reign here in her stead. 

With the pomp and splendor of a bride ; 

Would no thought reproach her in her prida 
With the silent memory of the dead 1 

So, the day came, and tho bells rang out. 

And I laid the children's black aaide; 
And I held each little trembling hand. 
As I strove to moke them understand 

Tliey must greet their fethcr's new-made brid* 
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ii6 A NEW MOTSEie. 

Ah, Sir Arthur might look grave and eten^ 

And his lady's eyes might well grow dim. 
When the children ehritnk in fear away, — 
Little Arthur hid his face, and May 

Would not raise her eyes, or speak to him. 

When Sir Arthur bade them greet their " mother," 
I was forced to ehide, yet proud lo liear 
How ny little loving May replied. 
With her mother's pretty air of pride, — 
" Our dear mother has been dead a year I " 

Ah, the lady's tears might well fall fest. 
As she kissed them, and then turned away. 

She might strive to Bmilo or lo forget. 

Bat I diink some shadow of regret 
Must have risen to blight her wedding-day. 

She had some strange touch of self-reproach ; 

For she used lo linger day by day. 
By the nuraery door, or garden gate. 
With a ead, calm, wistful look, and wait 

Watchii^ the three children at their play. 

But they always Bhraok away from her 
When she strove to comfort their alarms. 

And their grave, cold aitence to beguile : 

Even litHe Olga's baby-amile 
Quivered into tears when in her arms. 

I could never chide them ; for I saw 
How their mother's memory grew more deep 
In their hearts. !Each njglit I had to tell 
Stories of het whom I loved bo well 
When s, child, to Eend thera off to sleep. 
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A fiElF MOTHER. 117 

ButSir Arthur — O, this was loo hard ! — 

He, who had been Hlways stem and E&d 

In my lady's time, seemed fo rejoito 

Ench day more; and I eould hear iiis voica 

Even, sounding younger and more glad. 

He might perhaps have blamed them, but his wib 
Never ^ted to take tlie chitdien's port : 
She would stay him with her pleading tone. 
Saying she wonid strive, and strive atone. 
Till she gained eaeh little wayward heart. 

And she strove indeed, and seemed to be 
Always waiting for their love, in vain ; 

Yet, when May had most her mother's look. 
Then the lady's calm, cold accents shook 
With some memory of reproachful piun. 

Little May would never call her mother ; 

So, one day, the lady, bending low. 

Kissed her golden curls, and softly said, 
" Sweet one, call me Mai^aret, instead,— 

Tonr dear mother used to call me so." 

She was gentle, kind, and patieot too. 
Yet in ™n ; the children held apart. 
Ah, their molher'a gentle memory dwelt 
Near them, and her Httle orpliana felt 
She had the first claim upon ^ir heart. 

80 three jeara passed ; (hen the war broke out? 

And a rumor seemed to spread and rise ; 
First we guessed what sorrow must befidl. 
Then all douht fled, fbr we read it all 

In the depths of her despairing eyes. 
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iiS A NEW MOTHER. 

Tes ; Sir Arthur had been calleit away 
To that scene of slaughter, fear, and Blrife,— 
Now he eeemed to know with double pain 
The cold, bitter gulf that must remaia 
To divide his childreo from his wife. 

Nearer came the day he was to sail. 
Deeper grew the coming woe and fear, 
When, one night, the children at my knee 
Knelt to say their evening praj'Cr to me, 
I looked np and saw Sir Arthur near. 

There they knelt with folded hands, and said 
Ijow, soft words in stammering aceeuts sweet; 
In the firelight shone their golden hair 
And white robea : my darlings looked so fm. 
With th^ little bare and rosy leet I 

There he wailed till their low " Amen I " — 
Stopped the rosy Upa raised for " Good night 1 " — ■ 
Brew tiiem with a fond clasp, close and near, 
As he bade ihem stay with him, and hear 
Bomething that would make his heart more light 

Little Olga crept into his arms ; 

Arthur leant upon his shoulder; May 
linelt beside him, wilh her earnest eyes 
Lifted up in patient, calm surprise, — 

I caD almost hear liis words to-day. 

" Years ago, my children, years ago, 
When your mother was a child, sho came 
From her Nortbom home, and here she met 
Love for love, and comfort for regret, 
bi one early friend, — yoa know her name 
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A NEW MOrnES. 219 

" And this friend — ■ a few years older — gave 
Surh tbiid care, sueh love, that day by day 
The new home grew happy, joy complete. 
Studies easier, and play more sweet, 
While all childish sorrows passed away. 

'' Anii your mother — fri^le, like my May — 
Leant on this deep love, —nor leant in vain. 
Fo'' this friend (strong, gcncrona, noble heart I) 
Gave the sweet, ajid took the bitter part, — 
Brought her all the joy, and kept the pain. 

" Years passed on, and then I saw them first ; 

It was Imrd to say which was most fair, 

Your sweet mother's bright and blushing fece. 
Or the graver Margaret's stately grace ; 

Golden locks, or braided raven hajr. 

" Then it happened, by a strange, sad fate. 
One thought entered into eaeh yonng soul : 

Joy for one — if for the other pain ; 

Loss for one — if for the other gain : 
One must lose, and one possess the whole. 

"And so this — this — what they cared for — cam* 
And belonged to Margarat ; was her own. 
But she laid the gifl aside, 1o take 
P^tt and sorrow for your mother's sake. 
And none kuew it but herself aloue. 

" Then she travelled far away, and none 
The strange mystery of her absence knew, 
Margaret^fl secret thought was never told : 
Even your mother thought her changed and col^ 
Aud for many years I thought so too. 
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i2o A NEW MOTHUlt. 

" She was gone ; snd then your mother took 

That poor gift which Margaret l^d aside ■ 
Flower, or toy, or trinket, matters not : 
What it was liad hotter bo forgot . . . 

It was just then she became my bride. 

" Now, I think May knows the hope I have. 

Arthur, darling, tan yoa guesa the reet> 
Even my little Olga nndersUiiiiJs 
Grfat gifts can bo given by httle hands. 

Since of all gifts liovo is still the best. 

" Margaret is my dear and honored wife. 

And I hold her so. But she can claim 

From your hearts, dear ones, a loving debt 

I can Qoithor pay, nor yet forgot : 

You can give it in your mother's name. 

" Earth spoils oven Love, and here a shade 
On the purest, noblest heart may &11 ; 
Now your mother dwells in perfect lights 
She will bless us, I believe, to-night, — 
She is happy now, and she knows all." 

Next day waa fiirewell, — a day of tears ; 

Yet Sir Arthur, as he rode away, 

And turned back to gee his lady stand 
With the children clinging to her hatid. 

Looked as if it were a happy day. 

Ah, they loved her soon I The little one 

Crept into her arms as to a nest ; 

Arthur always with her now ; and May 
Growing nearer to her every day : — 

— Well, I loved mj own dear lady best. 
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arvE PLACE. 



GIVE PLACE. 



rag^^glTARRY Crowns of Heavan 

Ih^gfcl Ere jon hide jour light : — 

— Nay ; lee Starlight fede away. 
Heralding the day ! 

Snow-flakes pure and spotless. 

Still, 0, still remain, 
Binding dreary mnter. 

In your silver chain ; — 

— Nay ; but melt at once and bring 
Radiant sunny Spring I 

Blossoms, j^tle hlosaoma. 

Do not wither yet ; 
StiU for you the sun sMnes, 

Still the dews ore wet : — 

— Nay; but fade and wither fiist. 
Fruit must come at Ust I 

Joy, so (rue and tender. 

Dare you not abide ? 
Will jon spread your pinions. 

Must you leave our side ? 

— Nay ; an Angel's shining grace 
W^ts to fill your place I 
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MY WILL. 

^^^^ INCE I have no lanii^ or houses, 
^^^^B And no hoarded golden store, 
^^^^ What can I leave thoso who love m 
fcfer^Sj When they see my face no more 
Do not smile ; I am not jesting, 

Though my words acmnd gay and light. 
Listen to me, dearest Alice, 
I will make my Will to-night 

iFirst for Mabel, — who will never 

Let the dust of future years 
Dim the thonght of me, bat keep it 

Brighter still : perhaps with tears. 
In whose «yes, whate'er I glance at, 

Tonch, or pruse, will always shine, 
Through a strange and saered radiance. 

By Love's CbariBr, wholly mine ; 
She will never lend lo others 

Slenderest link of thought I ciium, 
I will, therefore, lo her keeping 

Leave my memory and my name. 

Bertha will do traer service 

To her kind than I have done. 
So I leave to her young spirit 

The long Work I have begtni. 
Well I the threads are tangled, brokn^ 

And the colors do not blend. 
She will bcnii her earnest stririi^ 

Both to litush and amend : 
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And, when it is all completed. 

Strong with care and rich with skill. 

Just beeanse my luimla begaii it. 
She will love it better stQL 

Buth shall have my dearest token. 

The one link I dread to break. 
The one duty that I lire ftr, 

She, when I am gone, will take. 
Sacred h the trust I leave her. 

Needing patience, prayor, and tears ; 
I have striven tt» fulfil it. 

As she knows, these many jeare. 
Sometimes hopeless, faint, and Wi^ary, 

With the task, and Ruth will prize it. 
For my many hours of pain. 

What muEt I leave you, my Alice 1 

Nothing, Love, to do or bear, 
Nothing that can dim your blue eyes 

With the slightest cloud of caro. 
I will leave my heart to love you. 

With the tender faith of old ; 
8^ to comfort, warm, and tight yoo. 

Should yonr lifa grow dark or cold 
No one else, my diild, can claim it ; 

Though you find old sears of pait\. 
They were only wounds, my darling. 

There is not, I trust, one stain. 

Are my gifts indeed so worthless 
Now the slender sum is told ? 

Well, I know not : years tnay bless tlmM 
With a nobler price than goM. 



db, Google 



i KllfG AND SLAVE. 

Am I poor 1 all no, most wenltliy. 
Not in these poor gifts joa lake. 

But in the true hearts that tell me 
You will koep them for mj sake. 



KING AND SLAVE. 

v¥s0\^ i" '"y soul, dear, 
ra^g^ An omen shonlil dwell. 
ffil^^ Bidding me pause, ere 
"fcj^ I love thee too well; 
If thcivholo eirelo 

Of noble and wifle, 
Wilh stotn forebodinj^, 
Between ua should lise ; — 

I -will tell Ihan, dear, 

That Lore reigns — a King, 
Where storms cannot reach hinj. 

And words cannot sting ; 
He counts it dishonor 

His faith to recall ; 
He trusts ; — and fbrerer 

He gives — and gives bU 1 

I mill tell 1^1 dear. 

That Love is — a Slare, 
Who clreads thought of freedom, 

As life dreads the grave ; 
And if doubt or peril 

Of change there may be, 
Suc^h fear would but dtJTe lum 

Still nearer to thea I 
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A CHANT. 
" Benedict'iia qui txnil ia nomine Domini." 

r ~ ■ ^IIO 18 the Angel that comethi 
I . Lite! 

I Let QS not question wliat he briogt, 

I • I Peace or Strife; 

tho shade of his mighly wings. 

One by one. 
Are his secrets told ; 
Ono hy one, 
Lit bj the rays of each morning snn, 
S)kD a new flower its petals nnfotd, 
With the mj^tery hid in its heart of golcL 
Wo win arise and go forth to greet him. 

Singly, glaiily, with one accord ; — 
"Bleflsed ia he that eompth 

In. the name of the Lord 1 " 



Who is the Angel that cometh! 

Look at liis glittering rainhow wings,— 

No alloy 
Lies in the radiant gifts be brings ; 

Tender and aireet. 

Tender and sweet r 
While chains of love on his silver feet 
Will hold him in lingering fond delay. 
But greet him quickly, ho will not stay. 
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Soon he will leave ns ; but though for othwi 
All his brightest treasures aru stored, — 

In the name of the Lord I " 



Who is the Angel that comelh 1 

Pain! 
Lot na ariee and go forth to greet him j 

Not in Tain 

Is the eummons come for us to meet Mm ; 

Ho will Etaj, 

And darken our sun ; 

He will stay 

A desolate night, a weary day. 

Since in that shadow our work is dons. 
And in that shadow our crowns are won. 
Let ns Gay still, while his bitter chalica 
Slowly into our hearts is poured, — 
" Blessed ia he that coineth 

In the name of the Lord I " 

"Who is the Angel that cometh ! 

Death! 
But do not shudder and do not ifcar ; 

Hold your breatli. 
For a Mngly presence is drawing near- 
Cold and bright 
Is his flashing steel, 
Cold and bright 
The stniie that comts lite a. starry light 
To calm the terror aii^ j;'^'^'^ '"^ ^' i 
Be comes to help and to save and heal i 
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DREAM-LIFE. 



DEEAM-LIFE. 



^^IISTEN, friend, and I will tell yon 
•S^m Why I sometimes seem so glad, 
^^s Then, wiihout a reason changing, 
>vMit| SooQ become ao grave and sad. 

Half my life T live a bo^ar, 
Kagged, helpless, and alone ; 

Bnt the other half a raonarch, 

With my conrliers ronad my tbrona. 

Half my life ia fuU of sorrow, 
Half of joy, still fresh and now ; 

One of these lives is a &ncy, 
BnC the other one is true. 



WTiile I live a wretched beggar. 
One bright hope my lot can cheer ; 

Soon, soon, thou shalt have thy kingdom. 
Brighter hours are drawing near. 
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So you see my iife is twofold, 
Half a pleasure, lialfagrief; 

Thus all jov is Eomewhat temperecl. 
And all sorrow finds relief. 

Which, JOB aek me, is the real life. 
Which the dream, — the joy, or wo 

Hnsh, friend I it ia little matter. 
And, indeed — I never know. 



r^^^^PREAJ), spread (hy silver iringB, 

H^^M 1 ^"^ ^^^ ''" '*^' ^^ '^""^ ^^^ ^'^ 
[te^^il And bring the tidings back lo me 
For thee and me and those I love. 

Look how my Dove soars far away ; 

Go with her, heart of mine, I pray ; 

Go where her flattering silver pinions 

Follow the track of the crimson flay. 

Is rest where doadleta slowly creep. 

And sohhing winds forget to grieve, 

And quiet waters genlly heave. 

As if they rocked the ship to sleep f 
Ah no ! that sootbem vapor white 
Will bring a tempest ere the nighty 
And thunder through the qniet heaven. 
Lashing the sea in ill angry might 
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SEST. X19 

The battle-field lies still and cold. 
While itaxs that watch in silent light 
Gleam here and there on ireiipons bright. 
In wemj sleepers' slackeited hold ; 

Nay, though they dream of no alarm. 
One bugle eound will stir that calm, 
And all the strength of two great nadons. 
Eager for battle, will rise and arm. 

Pause whore the Pilgrims' day is done. 

Where scrip and staff aside are laid. 

And, resting in tiic silent shade. 

They watch the slowly sinking sua. 
Ah no ! tliat worn and weary band 
Mast journey long before they stand. 
With bleeding feet, and hearts rejoicing. 
Kissing the dust of tlie Uoly Land. 

Then Rod a soul who meets at last 

A noble prize but bard to gain. 

Or joy long pleaded for in vain, 

Kow sweeter for a bitter past. 

Ah no 1 for Time can rob her yet, 
And even should cruel Time forget, 
Then Death will come, and, unrelenting. 
Brand her with sorrowful long r^;ret. 

Seek farther, ferther yet, Dove I 

Beyond the Land, beyond the Sea, 

There shall be rest for theo and me, 

!Eor thee and m.o and those I love. 
I heard a promise gently fell, 
I heard a larKitF Shepherd caJl 
The weary and the broken-hearted, 
Promising rest imto each and alL 
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ij- THE TYRANT AND THE CAPTIVE. 

It is not marred by ounvard strife, 

!■ is not lost in calm lopose, 

It heedeth neither Joys uor vra«s. 

Is not distorlied by death or life ; 

Through, and lieyoiid thum, lies onr Sest: 
Then cease, O Heart, tliy longing quest ! 
And thou, my Dovo, with silver pimooa 
Flutter again to thy i^ulet nest 1 



THE TYRANT AND THE CAPTIVE, 

"Sjff^T was midnight nhcn I listened, 
^^,^E> And 1 heard two Voices spwik ; 
^^^S^ One was harsh, and stern, and cruel, 
»^^68%| And the other soft and weak ; 
Yet I saw no Vision enter. 

And I heard no steps depart. 

Of this Tyrant and his Captive, . . . 

Fale it might be and a Heart. 

Thus the stem Voice spake in triumph : — 

" I have shut your iife away 
From the radiant world of nature. 

And the perfumed light of day. 
You, who loved to steep your spirit 

In the charm of Earth's delight. 
See no glory of the daytime, 

And no sweetness of the night." 



db, Google 



THE TYRANT AND THE CAPTIVE. : 
Ju3t It wliispcr to my window, 

I can dream the rest of Spring ; 
And to-day I saw a swallow 

Flitriog past my prison bars. 
And my cell has just one corner 

Whsoco at night I see the stara." 

But its hitter taunt repealing, 

CriiMl the harsh Voi CO : — "Where aio th^ 
All ihc frieoda of former hours, 

Who forget your name to-day ? 
All the links of love are Bhattercd, 

Wliioh you thought so strong before ; 
And your very heart is lonely, 

Aiid alone since loved no more." 



But the low Voice spoke still lower i — 

" Hay, I know the golden chain 
Of my Love is purer, stronger. 

For the cruel fire of pain: 
They remombcc me no longer. 

But I, grieving here alone. 
Bind their souls to me for ever 

By the love within my own." 

Eut the Voice cried: — "Once rememher 

You devoted soul and mind 
To the welfare of your hrethrcn. 

And the service of your kind. 
Now, what sorrow can you comfort* 

You, who lie in helpless pain. 
With an impotent compassion 

Fretting out your life in vmn." 
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1 THE CARVER'S LEBSVft. 

"TSaj" ; aod then flie gentle amwer 

Hose moic loud, and Jiill, and clear I 
" For the sake of all my brethren 

I thank God that I am hore ! 
Poor had been my Life's best efforts. 

Now I waste no thought or breath, — 
For the prajot of those who suffer 

Has the strength of Lovo and Death." 



THE CARVER'S LESSON. 

^^^SIEUST me^no mere Bfcilt orsnhtle traoer)i 
^^^^ No mere practice of a dexterous hanj 
^Pf^f Will suffice, without a hidden spirit, 
^^^^m| That we may, ormay not, understand 

And those qnaint old fragments that are left us 
Have their power in this, — the Cancr brought 

Earnest caro, and reverent patience, only 
Worthily to clothe some noble thonght. 

Shut then in the petals of the flowers. 
Round the Btcma of all the lilies twine. 

Hide beneath each bird's or angel's pinion. 
Some wise meaning or some thoi^hC divincb 

Place in stony hands that pray forever 
Tender words of peace, and strire to wind 

Bound the kafj scrolls and fretted niches 
Bonio iruc, loving message to your kind. 
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THE CAHVER'S LESSON. 
Some ivill praise, somo blame, and, i 

Come and go, nor even paoso to gaze ; 
Only now and Ihcn a passing Etrancer 

Just may loiter with a word of praise. 

Bnt I think, wiien years liave floated onward, 
And the atone is gray, and dim, and old. 

And the hand forgotten that has carved it. 
And tlie heart tliat dreamt it still and cold ; 

There may come somo weary soul, o'erladen 

With perplexi^d struggle in his bmin. 
Or, it may be, Iretted with life's turmoil. 

Or malic sore with some perpetual pain- 
Then, 1 think tliose slony hands will open. 

And the gentle lilies overflow. 
With the blessing and the loving toton 

That you hid there many years ago. 

And the tendrils will nnroU, and leach hiia 
How to solve the problem of his pjun ; 

And the birds' and angele' wings eliake dowim«r4 
On his hean a sweet and tender rain. 

While he tnarrela at his fency, reading 
Meaning in that quaint and ancient scroll. 

Little guessing that the loving Carver 
Left a message for hia weary soul. 
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TEBEE ROSES. 



THEEB BOSES. 



g^i^lUST when the red Juno Koses blow 

Sl ^* She gave me one, — a year ego. 

^Kffij A Rose whose crimson breath revealed 

aK^ «| The secret that ita heart concealed. 

And whose half fihy, half lender grace 

Bluahod back npon the giver's face. 

A year ago — a year ago — 

To hope was not to know. 

Jnst when the red June Eoses blow 
I plucked her one, — 'a month ago : 
Its half-blowQ crimson tOi,ecUpBe, 
I laid it on her smiling lips ; 
The balmy fragrance of the south 
Drew sweetness from her sweeter monA, 

Swiftly do golden houis creep, — 

To hoM is not to keep. 

The red Juno Eoses now are past. 
This very day I broke the last, — 
And now its perfumed breath is hid. 
With her, beneath a coffin-Ud ; 
There will its petals fall apart. 
And wither on her icy heart : — 
At three red Rosea' cost 
My world was giuned and lost. 
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3tT PICTURE GALLERY. ijj 

MY PICTURE GALLERY. 



^G|^«j(|OU write and tMnk of me, ray friend, 

^j^S^^ Wliile yon arc basking in the l^ht of 

Shut up witliin the heart of this grejit city. 
Too busy and loo pooc to leave my home. 



Yon think my life debaireil ail rest or pleju 
Chained all day to my ledger and nij pen 
Too sidtly evon to use my Httle leiEure 
To bear me from the strift and dia of men 



Well, it U trao ; yet, now the days are . 
At sunset I can ky my writing down. 
And slowly crawl {summer has made ni 
Just to the ncaKSt oulskirt of the town. 



There a wide Common, blackened though and dreary 
With iaciory smoke, spreads outivard to the West; 
I lie down on the parched-up grass, if weaiy, 
Or lean gainst a brolien wail to rest. 
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ij6 Jfi" PICTURE GALLERT. 

Enter his royal gallery, drinking pleasure 
Slowly from each great picture, one by oni 



Towards the Woat I turn my weary spirit, 
Aiid watL'li my pictures : one each night is min 
Earlli and my soul, sick of day's toil, inherit 
A portion of that iLuniuous peace divine. 



There I haye seen a sunset's crimson glory, 
Bum as if earth were one great Altar's blazo ; 
Or, like the closing of a pitcons story. 
Light up the misty world with dying rays. 



There I have seen the clouds, in pomp and splei 
Their gold and purple banners all uiifurl ; 
There I hare watched colors, more faintandte 
Than pure and delicate tints tipoa a pearL 



Skies etrewu with rosea fading, fading slowly. 
While one slur trembling watched thodaylightdlei 
Or deep in gloom a sunset, hidden wlioliy. 
Save through gold rents torn in a violet sky. 



Or parted clouds, as if asunder riven 
By some great angel, and beyond a space 
Of far-oiF tranquil Ught ; the galea of Ileaven 
Will lead as grandly to as c*lm a place. 
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MT PICTURE GALLEKT. 

Oi Btern dark walls of tloudy mountain ran( 
Hid all iho wonders that we knew must be ; 
Wiiile, far on h^h, some little white clouds' c 
Eevealed the glory thej alone could see. 



Or in wild wrath (he affrighted clouds lay shattered, 
Like treasures of tlic lost Hesperides, 
All in a wealth of ruiaed splendor scattered, 
Save one stiai^ light oa distant silver saaa. 



What land or time can claim the Maeter Painter, 
Whose art could leach him half suclv gorgeous dyca ? 
Or skill eo rare, but purer hues and fainter 
Molt every evening iu my western skies. 



So there I wait, until the shade h: 

And night's blue misty curtain fioaWd down ; 

Then, with my heart calmed, and my l 

strengthened, 
I crawl once more back to the sultry town. 



What Monarch, then, has nobler n 
Than mine "i Or where the great and classic Land 
Wliose wealth of Art delights tlie gathered nation* 
That owns a Picture Gallery half as grand "i 
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SENT TO SEAVEN. 



SENT TO HEAVEN. 

^^Sl HAD a. message to send her, 
S^^ To her whom my soul loved b 
ffl^^ Bnt I had my task to finish, 
?36S^] And she was gone home to Ks 

To rest in tho far bright Heaven : 

O, so far away from here, 
It was vain to speak to my darling, 

For I knew she coutd not hear I 

I had a message to eead her. 
So tender, and true, and sweet, 

I longed for an Angel to bear it. 
And lay it down at her feet. 

I placed it, one sunimer evening. 

On a Cloudlet's fleecy breast ; 

But it fadud in golden splendor. 



I gave it the Lark, next moroing. 
And I walfhed it soar and soar ; 

Bnt its pinions grew Mnt and weaiy. 
And it fluttered to earth once mora. 

To the heart of a Eose I told it ; 

And tho perfume, sweet and rare. 
Growing ffunt on the blue bright ether. 

Was lost in tbe babny air. 
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SENT TO HEAVEN. 

I Ifliil it upon a Censer, 
And I saw the incense rise ; 

But its eiouds of rolling silver 

Could Tiot reach the far blue Bkiei. 

I cried, in my passionate longing : — 
" Has the earth do Angel-friend 

Who will (.-arry my Love the messago 
That my heart desires to scud 1 " 

Then I heard a, strain of music, 
So mighty, bo pure, so clear. 

That ray very sorrow was silent, 
And my heart stood still to hear. 

And I fhit, in my soul's deep yearning, 
At last the sure answer stir : — 

" The music will go up to Heaven, 
And carry my thought to her. " 

It rose in harmonious rushing 
Of mingled voices and strings. 

And I tenderly laid my message 
On the Music's outspread wings. 

I heard it float farther anri &n}ier. 
In Bound more perfect than speech ; 

Farther than sight can foliow, 
Farther than aoul can reach. 

And I know that at last my message 
Has passed through the golden galBl 

So my heart is no longer restless, 
Aud I am content to wait 
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KEVER AG Am. 



NEVER AGAIN. 



f(^&j»i]E VER again !" tow hearts when rennited, 
oS^S^ "NcveragaJn shall Love be east aside; 
mff^l^ Forever now the shadow has departed ; 
|S&-^^ Nor bitter sorrow, veiled in scornful 

Shall feign indifference, or afifcef disilain, — 
Never, Love, again, never again I " 

"Never Bgaio i " so sobs, in broken accents, 
A soul laid prostrate at a lioly shrine, — 

" Once more, once more forgive, O Lord, and pardon. 
My wayward lifb shall bend to love divine ; 

And never more shall si ' ' " 

Never, O God, ^ain, n( 

" Never again I " so speaieth one forsaken, 
In the blank desolate pasEion of despair, — 

" Never again shall the bright dream I cherished 
Delude my heart, for bitter truth is there, — 

The angel, Hope, shall still thy cruel pain 

Never again, my heart, never again 1 " 

" Never ag^ ! " so speaks the sudden Bilen<e, 
When round the hearth gathers each well-known 

But one is missitig, and no fiitnre presence. 
However dear, can fill that vacant place ; 
Forever shall that burning thought remain, — 
" Never, beloved, again 1 nevw agaia ! " 
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LlSTENma ANGELS. 141 

" iJeyer agaJn I " bo — fmt beyond our hearing — 
Ring out far voices failing up the sky ; 

Never again shall earthly care and sorrow 

Weigh down the wings that bear tliose eonla on 
high; 

"Listen, earth, and hear that glorioas strain,— 

Never, never again 1 never again 1 " 



LISTENING ANGELS. 

ia^|«lLXJE gainst the bluer heavens 
I^TO Stood die mouutjiin, calm and Ktill, 
I ^^1 '^*' "''''*® Angels, bending OKthward, 
•^^SiSI Leant upon the hill. 

Listening leant those silct^t Angels, 

And I also longed to hear 
What sweet strain of earthly music 

Thus could charm their ear. 

I heard the sound of many trumpets 
In a warlike mareh draw nigh ; 

Solemnly a mighty army 
Passed in order bj. 

But the clang had ceased ; the echoes 

Soon had faded from the hill ; 
While tiie angeK calm and cameH, 

Leant and listened stilL 
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LrSTEN-mO ANGELS. 



When the snnsot came in glory. 
Anil ihc toil of day was o'er. 

Still the Angels leant ia ^Icnce, 
Listening as before. 

Then, as daylight slowly yanished. 
And the evening mists grew dim. 

Solemnly from distant voices 
Rose s. TOsper hymn. 

When the chant -was done, and lingort^ 

Died upon the evening air, 
From the hill the radiant Angels 

Still were listening there. 

Silent came the gathering darknesa. 
Bringing with it sleep and rest ; 

Save a little hird was siu^ng 
Near her leaiy nest. 

Throngh the sonnds of war and labor 
She had warbled all day loi^, 

Wliile the Angels leant and listened 
Only to lier song. 

Bnt the starry night was coming ; 

Wlien she ceased her little lay 
From the mountain top the Angela 

Slowly passed away. 
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GOLDEN DAYS. 

GOLDEN DAYS. 

SSIOLDEN dajs — where are thcj » 

Cri if wK could Snd them 
.■« - ; We woulil pause and rest ; 
W e would pause and rest a little 

Ifrom our long and wenry ways : — 
TVTiere are they, then, where are they— 
GoMen days f 

Golden days — where are they ? 

Ask of cliildhood's years, 
SliU nntouehed by sorrow. 

Still nndiramed by tears : 
Ah, they seek a pliantom Future, 

Crowned with brighter, starry rays ; - 
Where are they, then, where are they — 
Golden days "i 

Golden days — ■ where are they ? 

Haa Love leamt the spell 
That will charm them hither. 

Hoar our hearth to dwell ? 
insecure are all her treasures, 

Eestless is her anxious gaze : — 
Where are Ihey, then, where arc they -• 



Golden days — where ar 
Farther up the hill 

1 can hear llie echo 
Faintly ealliog still ; 
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PniLIP AND MILDRED. 

Faintly calling, lyntly dying, 
la a far-off misty liaze : — 
Where are thej, then, where are they — 
Golden days 1 



PHILIP AND MILDRED. 

j*^^INGERING fade the rays of daylight, 

Mj)^^^ Voice of bird and forest murmur, in- 
I ^.Jfa.'tjgl sect hum and quivering spray. 

Stir not in that quiet hour: Uirough the Talley, 

calm and stiQy, 
All in hushed and loving sileace iratch the slow 

departing day. 

Till the last &int weEl«m cloudlet, faint aitd rosy, 
ceases blustung. 
And the blue grows deep and deeper where one 
trembhng planet eliines, 
ArA the day has gone forever — then, like some 
great ocean rushing, 
The Bad night wind waila lamenting, sobbing 
throngh the moaning pines- 
Such, of all (lay's changing hours, is the fittest and 
Ihe meetest 
For a farewell hour — and parting looks less 
bitter and more btet ; 
£^arth sccma like a Bhrino ibr eonow. Nature's 
mother voice is sweetest. 
And her band seems laid in chiding on the un- 
quiet throbbing breast. 
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PHILIP AND MILDRED. -4; 

Words aro lower, for the twilight seems rebuking 
Bad repining, 
And nild murmur and rebellioD, as nil cMldJsh 

Brea^ng through dark future houra clnstering 
starry hopes seem shining, 
Tlien the calm and leader midnight folda her 
shadow round the pain. 

80 they paced the shadj lime-walk in that twilight 
dim and boty. 
Still the last farewell deferring, she oould hear 
or be should saj ; 
Every word, weighed down by sorrow, fell more 
tenderly and slowly — 
This, whieh now beheld their parting, should 
have been their wedding-day. 

Should have been ; her dreams of childhood, never 
straying, never feltciing, 
SliU hod needed Philip's image to make futiu^ 
life complete; 
PhiUp's young hopes of ambition, ever changing, 
ever altering. 
Needed Mildred's gentle presence even to make 



Tliis day should have seen their marriage j the 
calm cron'ning and asBuraneo 
Of two hearts, fulfilling rather, and not changing, 
either life : 
Now they most be rent asunder, and her heart 
must learn cnduranai. 
For he leaves their home, and enters on a world 
of work and Btriffa. 
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1,6 PSILIP AND MILDRED. 

But her gentle spirit long had learnt, unquestioning, 
Eubmitting, 
To revere his youthful longings, and to marvtj 
at the &1« 
That gave eueh a humble office, all unworthy and 
uiitittJng, 
To tlie genina of the village, wlio wks liorn for 
something great. 

Whea the teamed Traveller came there ivlio had 
gained renown at eoilcge, 
Whose abstruse research had won him even 
European fame. 
Questioned Philip, praised his genius, marvelled at 
his self-taught knowledge. 
Could she murmur if he called him up to London 
and to fame t 

Conld she waver wbcn he bade her take the burden 
of decision. 
Since his troth to her was plighted, and his life 

Could she doom him to inaclion? could she, when 

c, check it for her sake 

So hei little trembling fingers, that had toiled with 

such fond jiloaisure, 
Paused, and laid aside, and folded the trnfiniBhed 

wedding gown ; 
Paltering earnestly asEurance, that she too could, 

I'rias for him the present honor, and the future's 
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Now tliej' pace the shady lime-walk, now the last 
worda must be epokeo. 
Words of trust, for neither dreaded more than 
n^tiog and delay; 
Was not Love still tailed eternal — could a plighted 
vow bo broken ^ — 
See the crimson light of aoDset £ides in purple 

"Yes, my Mildred," Fhilip told her, "one calm 
tboaght of joy and blessing. 
Like a guardian spirit by ma, through the 
world's tumultuous stir. 
Still will spread its wings above me, and now 
urging, now repressing. 
With my Mildred's voire will murmur thoughts 
of homo, and love, and her. 

"TX will charm my peaceful leisure, sanctify my 
duly toiling. 
With a right none else possesses, touching my 
heart's inmost string ; 
And to keep its pure wings spotless I shall fly the 
world's tOQch, soihng 
Even in thought this Angel Quardiau of my 
Mildred's Wedding Bing. 

" Take it, dear ; this little circlet is lie first link, 

strong and holy. 
Of a life-long chain, and holds me from all other 

love apart ; 
Till the day when yon may wear it as my wife — 

ir tlic beating of 
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Dawn of daj saw Philip sptwding on his road til 
the Great City, 
Thinking how the stara gaaed downward just 
with Mildred's padent eyes ; 
Dreams of «orl:, and fame, and honor simggling 
with a lender pity. 
Till the lovios Past receding hbtv the conquering 
Puturij rise. 

Daybreak sljll found Mildred watching, with Iho 

wouder of first sorrow, 
How the outward world unaltered shone l^c same 

this very day ; 
How unpitying and relentless busy life met this 



Then the round of weary duties, cold and fo 

Wilh the life within depcoied that had given 
each a soul ; 
And her rick heart oven alighted gentle wordi 



Jar one chord, the harp is silent ; more one ston 
the arch is shattertd ; 
One small clarion-cry of sorrow bids an armi 
host awake ; 
One dark cloud eau hide the sunlight ; loose ol 
suing, the pearls ore scattered ; 
Think one thought, a soui may perish ; say o: 
word, a heart may break I 
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life went on, the two livus running siiic by side ; 
the ontward seeming, 
And the truer and diviner hidden in the heart 
and brain ; 
Dreams grow holy, put in action ; work grows fair 
throagh starry droaming ; 
Bnt where each tiows on unmingliog, Itotli an) 
fruitlesE and in vain. 

inch was Mildred's life; her dreaming lay in soma 
fer-Uiatant region, 
All the IMrer, all ths brighter, thaX its gloriea 
were but guessed; 
And the daily round of duties seemed an unre^ 
jury lepon, — 
Nothing true save Philip's letters and tlie ring 
upon her breast. 

Letters telling how he struggled, for some plan ot 

And at last how he just grasped, it as a fresh one 
spread its wings ; 
How the honor or the loarning, once tJie climax, 
now were claiming. 
Only more and more, becoming merely sl«ps to 
higher things. 

Telling her of foreign countries : htdo store had sha 
of ieaming, 
80 her earnest, simple spirit answered as hB 
touched the string ; 
Day by day, to these bright fancies all her silent 
thoughts were turning, 
Seeing every radiant pietnro fiamcd within hei 
golden ring. 
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poor heart ! love, if thou wiliest ; but, thine own 

Live tliy life : not a refiection oi a shadow of hia 

Lean as foadly, as completely, as iJiou willeBt, — 
but confessing 
That tby Btrciigth is God's, and therelt>re can, if 
need be, stand alono. 

Iiitde means were tlierearouod her to make fertfter, 
wider ranges. 
Where her loving gentle spirit could trj any 
stronger flight ; 
And she tiuued aside, half fearing that tresh thoughts 
wore fickle cliangcs, — 
That she miat stay as ho left her on that farewell 
summer night. 

Jjyiie shoald still be guide and leader, like a herald 
sliould have risen, 
Lighting up the long dark vistas, conquering all 
opposing fates ; 
But now claims, new thoughts, new dttliea found 
her heart a silent prison, 
And found Love, with folded pinions, like a 
jailer by the gales. 
Tet why blame her t it had needed greater etiengtli 
than she was given 
To have gone against the current that so calmly 
flowed along ; 
Nothing fresh came near the village save the raJn 
and dew of heaven. 
And her nature was too passive, and her love 
perhaps too strong, 



db, Google 



PRILIP AND MILDRED. j;i 

The great world of ihonght, that rushes down the 
years, luiii onwaid sweeping 
Beara upon ils mighty billows in its progress 
each and all, 
Flowed so fax away, its luarmur did not rouse tbem 
from their sleeping ; 
Life and Time and Trnth were speaMiig, but 
tlicj did not hear their call. 

Years flowed on ; and every morning heard her 
prayer grow lower, deeper. 
As she called all blessings on him, and bade 
6T0ry ill depart, 
Aiul each night when the cold mootdight shono 
upon that quiet alecper. 
It wouhl show her ring that gUttered with each 
throhhit^ of her heart. 

Tears passed on. Faroe came for Philip in a full. 

He was spoken of and honored through the 

breadth of many lands, 
And he wrote it all to Mildred, as if praise were 

only pleasure. 
As if fame were only honor, when he laid them 

in her hands. 

3 result 

for how could it fail, since merit and renown go 

side by side : 
And the neighbors who first fiinded genius ought 

to be suspected, 
Might at last give up their caution and could own 

him now with pride. 
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Years flowed on. Tliese empty honors led to 
others tticj called better^ 
He had saved some slender fortune, and migbl 
claini his bride at last: 
Mildred, grown so used to waiting, fdt half startled 
by the letter 
That now made her future certain, and would 
conueeraie her past. 

And he came : grown Bt«mer, older — changed in- 
deed ; a grave reliance 
Had replaced his eager manner, and the quick, 
short speech of old ; 
Ho had gone forth with a spirit half of hope and 
half defianwj ; 
He rettirncd with proud assurance half disdainful 
and half cold. 

Yet his old self seemed returning while he stood 

To her calm, soli voice, relating all the thonghls 
of these long years ; 
And if Mildred's heart was heavy, and at times her 
blue eyes glistened, 

)t whisper aught of 

Aatiimn with its golden corn-fields, autumn with 
its storms and showers. 
Had been there to greet his coming with ilB 
forests gold and brown ; 
And the last leaves still were falling, fading elill tits 
year's last flowers. 
When he left the quiet viUage, and took back his 
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Home, — the home that she had pioturetl many a 
lime itt twilight, dwelhng 
On that tender, gentle faiu:)', foldeii rotind with 
loving eare ; 
Here vfas home, — the end, the haven; and what 
spirit voics; seemed telling, 
Ttiat she only held the casket, with tlio gem no 
longer there "i 

Sad it may he to Ik longing, with a patience faint 
and weary, 
For a hope deferred, — and sadder atill to see it 
fade and fall ; 
Tet to grasp the thing we long for, and, with sor- 
row sick and dcearj. 
Then to tind how it can fail us, is the saddest 
pain of all. 

What was wanting? He was gentle, kind, and 
generous still, deferring 
To her wishes always ; nothing seemed to mar 
their tranquil life : 
There are skies so calm and leaden that we long 
for storm-winds stirring, 
There is peaee so cold and bitter, that wo almost 
welcome strife. 
Darker grew the elouds above her, and the slow 

That he gave her home and pity, but that heart 

and sou! and mind 
Were beyond her now ; he loved her, and in youth 

he had been near her, 
But he now had gone iar onward, and had let) 

her there behind. 
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Yes, beyond her : yes, qnidt-hcarfed, her Lova 
helped her m revealing 
It was worlhlees, while Eo mighly ; wna too 
woali, although so strong ; 
There wore courts she coulrt not enter, depths she 
could not sound ; yet ieeUng 
It was vain to strive or struggle, vainer still to 
mourn or long. 

He would give her words of kindness, he would 
talk of home, but seeming 
With an absent look, forgetting if he held or 
dropped her hand ; 
And then turn with eager pleasure to his writing, 
reading, dreaming, 
Or to speak of things with others tliat she could 
not onderstand. 

He hftd paid, and ptud most nobly, all he owed ; 
no need of blaming ; 
It had cost him Bomelhing, may be, that no 
fattire could restore : 
In her heart of hearts she knew it ; Love and 
Sorrow, not complaining. 
Only sufiercd all the deeper, only loved him all 
the more. 
Sometimes then a stronger anguish, and more 
emel, weighed npon her, 
That, through all those years of waiting, he had 
slowly learnt the truth ; 
He had known himself mistaken, but tiiat, bomid 
to her in honor, 
He renounced his hfe, t« pay her for the paticueo 
of her youlh. 



db, Google 



PSILIF AND MILDRED. ^jj 

But a star was bIowIj rising from tliat miEt of 
grief, and brighter 
Grew her eyes, for each slow hour surer comfort 
seemed to bring ; 
And she watched wiiJi straagc sad smihng how hei 
trembling hands grew slighter, 
And how thin hcc slender Gngcr, and how lai^ 
her wediiing-ring. 

And &e tea» dropped slowly on It, ss she kissed 

that golden token 
With a deeper love, it may be, than waa in the 

titr-ofr past ; 
AM remembering Philip's bocy, that so long ago 

Thought her rii^'s bright angel guardian had 
stayed near her to the last. 

Grieving sorely, grieving truly, with a tender (are 

Philip watched the slow, sure fading of his 
gentle, patient wife ; 
Could he guess with whe,t a ;fcaming she was long- 
ing for the morrow, 
Could he gaess the bitter knowledge that had 
wearied her of life ? 

How with violets strewn upon her, Mildred lies in 
peaceful sleeping; 
All unbound her long, bright tresses, and her 
throbbing heart at rest, 
And tlie cold, blue rays of moonhght, througi the 
open caaoment creeping. 
Show the ring upon her finger, and her hand* 
crossed on her breast. 
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peace at luat. Of peace eternal is her calm, sweet 
smile a token. 
Has Bome angel lingering near her let a radiant 
proiDiBO fall 1 
Has he told her Heaven nnites again the links thai 
Earth has broken ? 
For on Earth so much is needed, bat in Heaven 
Love is all t 



BORROWED THOUGHTS. 
L FROM "LAVATER." 

^jRUST him tittle who doth raise 
^^ To one height both great and small, 
^w And sets the saered crown of praise, 
6m I Smiling, on the head of all. 

Trust him less who looks around 
To censure all with scornful eye% 

And in everything has found 
Something that ho dace despise. 

Bnt for one who stmnla apart. 
Stirred by naught that can befall, 

With a. eold, indiffisrent heart, — 
Trust him least and last of all. 
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n. FROM " PHANTASTES." 

^^Sj HAVE a bitter Thought, a Snake 
^^^^ That used to edug my life lo pi 

^^°S«b| But everj night and every day 
It i^awicd baek to my heoxt again I 

To think or sleep, lo work or pray ; 
At last I bade thia thing accursoii 
Gnaw at my heart, and do its worst. 

And 80 1 let it have its way. 

Thus said I, "I shall never M 
Into a false and dreatning peace, 

And then awake, with sudden start. 

To fed it biting at my heart, 

Tor now the pain can never cease." 

Bnt I gained more ; for I have found 

That SHch a snake's cnyenomed charm 
Most always, always find a part, 
l>ecp in the centre of my heart, 

Which it can nover wound or harm. 

It is coiled round my heart tonlay. 

It sleeps at times, this cruel snake, 
And wliile it sleeps it never stings : — 
Hash '. let us talk of other things, 

Lest it shontd hear me and awake. 

17 
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m. FEOM "LOST ALICE." 

l^^^sjlES, dear, onr Loto is slain ; 
l^^^^a. la the told grave for evermore it lies, 
i^f^M Never to wake again, 
ti^Wg^ l Or light ouraorrowwltliils starry eyes' 
And BO — regret ia vain. 

One honr of pain and dread. 
We killed our Lovo, we look its life away 

With the false words we sdd ; 
And so we watch it, since that crnel day. 

Silent, and. cold, and dead. 

We should have seen it flhine 
Long years beside ue. Time and Death might try 

To touch that litfe divine, 
Whose strength coold every other stroke dejy 

Save only thine and niine. 

No longing can restore 
Our dead i^ain. Vain are the teara wa weep. 

And vainly we deplore 
Onr buried Love : its grave Ilea daik and deep 
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^^llTin^ the kingdom of my Soul 
M^/| 1 1)!"! you enter, Love, to-day; 
V*Mlfl ''ulinirt my life to your control, 
•£&^ Aad give my Heart np to yonr BWUf. 

My Past whoso light and life is flown, 
Shall live through memory for yon still ; 
Take all ray Present for your own. 
And roould my Future to your will. 

One only thought remains apart. 
And will forever so remain ; 
There is one Chamber in my heart 
Where even yon might knock in vain. 

A hannted Chamber ; — long »^ 
1 closed it, and I east the key 
Where deep and bitter waters flow. 
Into a vast and silent sea. 

Dear, it is hannted. All tho rwt 
Is yours ; but I have shut that floor 
Forever now. 'T is even best 
That I should enter it no moto. 
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Chtdt, if jon. loTO mo, all regret 
That {his one ihought rcmaina apart : — 
Sow let us smile, dear, and forget 
The hatuueil Chamber in my Bcart. 



LIGHT AND SHADE. 



And also well So t«ll thy heart. 
That good Uot in the bitten;st pari. 
And thoit wilt profit by her smart. 

But titter hours como to all : 

When even tmtha like ihese will pall. 

Sick hearts for humbler comfort call. 

Then I would have thee striyo to seo 
That good and evil coma lo thee. 
As one of a groat fcmily. 

And as material life ia planned. 

That even the loneliest one must stand 

Dependent on his brother's hand ; 

So links more subtle and more fine 
Bind oTery other soul to tbino 
In one great brotiierhood divine. 
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LIGHT AND SHADE. 
Kor with tlij sliare of work be vexed ; 
Though incomplete, anij even pcrplcxt. 
It fiiti exactly to the next 

What seems bo diuk to tlir dim sight 
Mjij be a shailon', seen aright. 
Making some brightness doubly brigL:;. 

Tho flash that atcnck thy tree- -i"^ i*~vb 
To shelter tbee — lets Heaven's bine ti h>i 
SbioB vrhere it never sbooe before. 

Thy life that has been dropped asidp 
Into Time's stream, may slir the lido 
In rippled circles spreading wide. 

The cry wrung ftora thy spirit's ptdn 
May echo ou some &rK>fF plaiu, 
And guide a wanderer home ^ain. 

Fail — yet rejoice ; because no less 
The failure that makes thy distress 
May teach another full success. 

It may be that in some great need 
Thy life's poor fragments are decreed 
To help build up a lofty deed. 

Thy heart should throb in vast cnnteuli 
Thus knowing that it was but meant 
As chord in one great inBtrumcnt ; 

That even tho discord in tliy sou] 
May make completer mosic roll 
From out the great hanuooiuos whole. 
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It may be, that when all is light. 
Deep set within that deep dehght 
Will be lo fcaow whi/ all was right; 

To hear life's perfect music rise. 
And, while it iioode Ihe happy skies. 
Thy feeble voice to recognize. 

Then KtriTe more gladly lo fulfil 
Thy little part. This darkness still 
Id light to every loving will. 

And trust, aa if already plain. 
How just thy share of loss and pain 
Is for another fuller gain. 

I dare not limit time or place 
Touched by thy life : nor dare I ttac* 
Its fax vibrations into space- 
One only knows. Tot if the frot 
Of thy weak heart, in iveafe regret 
Needs a more lender comfort yet ; 

Then thou mayst lake thy loneliest lean. 
The bitterest drops of all thy ttaia, 
The dreariest hours of all thy years ; 

And through Ihy anguish there outspread, 
May ask tiiat God's great love would shed 
Blessings OQ one be!ov6d head. 

And thus thy soul shall learn to draw 
Sweetness from out that loving law 
That sees no failure and no flaw 
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Where all is good. And life is good. 
Were tho one lesson understood 
Of its most NLcred biollierhood. 



A CHAHGELING. 
nSBngl LITTLE changeling epirit 

lifffiK^ To drive the child awa;. 

So all day long I soothed her. 
And hushed her on my breast ; 

And all night long her wmling 
Would never let me rest. 

I dug a grave fo hold her, 
A grave both durk and deep ; 

I covered her with violets, 
And Idd her there to sleep. 

I used to go and watch ihcro, 
Both nigbt and morning too; — 

It was my tears, I fancy, 
That kept (he violets bine. 

I toot her up : and once more 

I felt the elinging hold. 
And heard the ceaseless wailing 

That wearied me of old. 
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I wandered, and I wandered, 
With ray burden (in my hresji^ 

Till I saw a cljurfh-dooc open. 
And entered in to rest. 

la the dim, dying daylight. 

Set in a flowery slitine, 
I saw the "Virgin Mother 

Holding her Child diyine. 

I knelt down there in silence 

And on the altar-stone 
I laid my wailing burden. 

And came away — alone. 

And now that little spirit. 

That sobbed bo all day long^. 

Is grown a shining angel. 

With wings both wide and strong. 

She watches me jrom Heaven 



DISCOURAGED. 

ajHEKE the little babbling streamlet 
K l''iiit springs forth to light, 
A Tntkhng through soft velvet mosses 
^ Almost hid from sight; 
Vowed I with delight, — 
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" Eivcr, I will follow thee, 

Throagh thy wainlorings ui &e Sea! " 

Glcamiog 'mid the purple heather, 

Downwarcl then it sped, 
Glancing through the mountain gorges. 

Like a silver thread, 

As it quicker fled, 
Louder mosic in ita flow, 
Dashing to the vole below- 
Then ils voice grew lower, gentler. 

And its pace less fleet, 
JoBt as though it loved to linger 

Round Iho rushes' feet. 

As they stooped to meet 
Their clear images below, 
Broken by the ripples' flow. 

Purple Willow-herb bent over 

To her shadow fair ; 
Meadow-sweet, in feathery clostera. 

Perfumed all the air ; 

Silver-weed waa tlicre. 
And in one calm, grassy spot, 
Slarry, blue Forget-me-nol. 

Tangled weeds, below the watery 
Still seemed drawn away ; 

Yet the current, floating onward. 
Was less stroi^ than they ; — 
Snabcams watched their play. 

With a flickering light and shade. 

Through the screen the Alders niitde. 
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BiOailof grew the flowing River 

To ia grassy brink ; 
Blowlf , in the slanting sun-rayg, 

Cattlo trooped lo drink; 

The hlue sky, I think. 
Was no bluer than that stream, 
supping onwani, like a dream. 

Quicker, deeper then it harried, 

Rusliing fierce luid {rm ; 
&ut I said, " It should grow calmv 

Ere it mcota the Sea, 

The wide purple Sea, 
Which I weary for in vain. 
Wasting all my toil and pain." 

But it ruihcd Biill quicker, fiercer. 

In its rocky bed, 
Hard and stony was the patbwaj 

To my tired tread ; 

" I despair," I said., 
" Of that wide and glorious Sea 
That was promised unto mo." 

So I turned aside, and wandered 
Through green meadows near. 

Far away, among (he daisies. 
Far away, for fear 
Lest I still slionld hear 

The iond murmur of its song, 

As the River flowed aloi^. 
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IF TBOU C0ULD3T KNOW. 
Tet 1 sometiniea think, — and thiaking 

Mates my heart ao sore, — 

Just a fijw alepa more. 
And Iherc might havo shone for me, 
Blua and infinile, 1^ Sea. 



IF THOU COTILDST KNOW. 
^/^r^\ THINK if thou couldst know, 

i^sf^^ What liiiS concsmled below 

^raCS^I Ooc burden and our pain ; 

Ilowjust our anguish brings 

Nearer those ionge<l-for tJiings 

ot complain, 

I think if thou conldst see, 

With thy dim mortal right. 
How meanings, dark lo thee. 
All! shadows liiding light ; 
Truth's efforts crossed and yesed. 
Life's pnrpoae all perplexed, — 
If thou conldst see them right, 
I. think that they would seem all clear, and wi) 
and bright. 

And yet thou canst not know. 
And yet thou canst not see; 

Wisdom and sight are slow 
In poor bumaoiCy. 
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»6g THE WARRIOR TO HIS DEAD BBIDK 
IT thou couldet trust, poor soat. 
In Him who rules the whole, 
Thou wouldst find peace and rest : 
Wisdom and sight are well, hut Trust is best. 



TEE WAKRIOR TO HIS DEAD BRIDE, 

in the fight my arm waa strong 

And forced my foes to yield, — 

p If coniiuering and Dnhurt I cama 

Back from the battle-tidd, — 
s becanso thy prayers have been 
My safeguard and my sMeld, 

My comrades smile to see my aim 

Spate or protect a foe, 
Tbey think thy gentle pleading voice 

Was silenced long ago ; 
Bat pity and compassion, love. 

Were laaght me first by woe. 

Thy ilearf, my own, still beats in Heaven 

With the eaiQO lovo diyino 
That made tliee stoop to such a soul. 



I IiGar thee murmur words of p< 
Through llie dim midnight aj 
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And a calm fells from the angel stars 
Ani3 soothes ray great despair, — 

The heaTCoa themselves look brighter, it 
Since thy sweet soul is there. 

And if mj heart is once more calm. 

My Gl£p ia once more free. 
It 19 because each honr I feel 

Thou prayest still for me ; 
Because no lata or chaugc can come 

Between my soul and thee. 

It is because my heart ia stilled. 

Not broken by despair, 
Because I see the grave is bright. 

And death itself is fiijr : — 
I dread no more the wrath of Heaven,— 

1 have an angel there ! 



[EAR, I tried to write yon snch a lette 
I As would lel! jou all my heart to-da 
' Wntten Love is poor ; one word w 



I tan ttll jou all : fears, doubts unheeding, 
While I can be near yon, hold your hand. 
Looking right into your eyes, and reading 
Reassurance that you understand 
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aro A LETTER. 

Tet I wKite it through, then lingered, thinking 
Of its reatJiing you, — what hoar, what day ; 
Till I felt my heart and courage sinliing 
With a strange, new, wonderiug dismay. 

" Will my letter fiJI," I wondered, sadly, 
" On her mood like Eome discordant tone. 
Or he welcomed tenderly and gladly t 
Will she he with others, or alone ? 

"It may find her loo absorhed to read it. 
Save with hurried glance and comJcaa air : 
Sad and weary, she may scarcely heed It ; 
Gay and happy, she may hardly care, 

" Shall I — dare I — risk the chances ! " slowly 
Something — was it shyness, love, or pride? — 
Cliilled my heart, and checked my courage whoUy ; 
So I laid it wistfully aside. 

Then I leant against the casement, turning 
Tearftil eyes towards the fer-olF west. 
Where the golden evening light ivas hurning. 
Till my heart tlirobhed ttack ^ain to rest. 

And I thought ; " Lotc's soul is not in fetJciB, 
Neither space nor time keeps eouls apart ; 
Since I cannot — dare not — send my lettjs. 
Through the silence I will send my heart. 

" If, perhaps now, while my tears arc EJlia^, 
She ia dreaming quietly alone, 
She will hear my Love's far echo calling. 
Feel my spirit drawing near hor owo. 



db, Google 



A COMFORTER. 171 

" She will hear, while twilight shades enfold her. 
All the gathered Love she knows so well, — 
Deepest I/>ve my words have over told her. 
Deeper slill — all I could never telL 

" Wondering at the airange, mysterions power 
That liaa touched her heart, then she will say : 
' Some one whom I Jovo, this very hour. 
Thinks of rae, and bvcs me, far away.' 

" If, as well may be, to-night has found her 
rnll of other thoughts, with others hy. 
Through the words and claims that gatiicr round het 
She wilt hear just one half-smothered sigh ; 

" Or will marvel why, without her seeMng, 
Suddenly the thought of me recurs ; 
Or, while listening to another speaking, 
I^uey that my hand is holding hers." 

So I dreamed, and watched the stars' &r splendiv 
Glimmering on the azure darkness, start, — 
While the star of trust rose bright and tcndw, 
Through the twihgbt ehadows of my hearU 



A COMTOBTER. 



illLL she come to me, little Effie, 
5 Will alie eomc io my arms to real, 
lil And nestle her head on my shoulder, 
^ While the aun goes down in the weat 
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A COMFORTER. 



" I and Effle will sit together, 

All aloue, in this great atm-eliair ; - 

Is it eill; to mtod it, darling, 
Whan Life is eo hard to bear ? 



" No one comforts me like my Effie, 
Just I think that she does nut try, — 

Only loots with a wistful wonder 
Why grown people ahooid ever cry ; 



" While her little soft arms dose tighter 
Round my neek in their clinging hold : ' 

Well, I must not cry on yoor hair, dear. 
For my teaia might tarnish the gold. 



" I am tired of trying to read, dear ; 

It is worse to talk !ind seem gay : 
There are some kinds of sorrow, Effie, 

It is useless to thrust away. 



" Ah, advice may be wise, my darling, 
But one always knows it before ; 



Or endeavor to uuderatand ; 
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A COMFORTER. 



" If yon break your pliytJiiog yourself, d 
Don't you cry for it all the eame ? 

t don't think it is sudi a conifiirt. 
One has only one's self to blame. 



'' People say things cannot be helped, dear. 
But then that is tlie reason why; 

For if things could be helped or altered. 
One wuald ncTer sit down Co cry : 



" They say, too, that tc 

To undo, amend, o: 

When I think how aec 



" All tiMlay I stm^led against it ; 

But that dues not make sorrow ceaa 
And now, deai', it ia such a comfort 

To be able to cry in peace. 



- Thoagh wise p«i^lo -wouW cidl that folly. 

And remoQStraie with graye surprise ; 
Wowon't mind what they say, myEffie; — 
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A COMFORTER. 



" Bat my comforter kuows a lossoa 
Wiaer, truer than all the rest: — 

That to help ajid to hvel s. Borrow, 
Love onil silence are always best. 



"Well, who ia my comforter — tell rael 
EfHe emiles, but she will Dot speak : 

Or look up througb the long curled laahet 
That arc Bhading her rosy cheek. 

"Is she thinking of talking fishes. 

The blue-bird, or m^cal tree 1 
Perliaps I am thinkiog, my darling. 

Of something that never ean be. 

"Ton long — don't yon, dear? — for the Genii, 
Who were slaves of lamps and of rings ; 

And I — I am somclimea afraid, dear, 
I want as impossible things. 

"Bat hark ! there is Nurse calling Effie I 

It is bedtime, so mn away ; 
And I must go back, or the others 

Will be wondering why I slay. 

" So good-night to my darling Effie ; 

Keephappj, sweetheart, and grow wise: -• 
There 's one kiss for her golden tresses. 
And two for her sleepy eyes." 
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^p'^W Can ilxcatn of, or than Nature tmdn- 

Wt, karn not tliroufjh our poor philosophy 
What hiddui chonis aro Muthed by aaaeeu handl 

The preeent hour repeats npon its strings 
Echoes of some vagno dream we hare forgot ; 
Dim Toicea whisper haif-ramemliered thinj^. 
And when we pause to listen — answer not. 

Forebodings come : we Icnow not how, or whence. 
Shadowing a nameless fear upon the soul, 
And stir within our hearts a subtler sense 
Than liglit may read, or wisdom may control. 

And who can tell what secret links of thought 
Bind heart to heart t Unspoken things are heard, 
As if within our deepest selves was brought 
The seal, perhaps, of some unatlered word. 

But, though a veil of shadow hangs between 
That hidden life and what wo see and heat, 
Let us revere the power of the Unseen, 
And know a world of mystery is n«ar. 
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A REMEILBEANCE OF AUTUMN. 

^i^^OTHIKG Btirs the sunny Eilonco, — 
Mlv^^ Save the drowsy hnmmiag of the bcea 
^jt^lSJ Round the rich ripe peacbee on tin 

And the eoulh wind sighing in the trees, 
And Ihc dead leaves rustling as they fall : 

Wbile the Bwallowe, one bj one, are gatiioriDg, 
All impatient to be on die wing. 

And to wander from us, seeking 

Their bsloved Spring 1 

Cloudless rise the azure heavens 1 

Only vaporous wreaths of snowy whita 
Kestle in the gray hill's ru^ed side ; 
And the golden woods are bathed in lights 
Dying, if they must, with Itlngly prido : 
While the swallows, in the blue air wheeling. 

Circle now an eager, fluttering band. 
Ready to depart and leave va 

For a brighter land 1 

Bnt a voice is sounding sadly, 
TeUing of a glory that has been ; 

Of a day that faded aJl too fest : — 
See afar through the blue air serene 

Whore the awallowa wing their way at last. 
And our hearts perchance as sadly wandering. 

Vainly seeking for a long-lost day. 

While wo walth the {ai-off swallows, 

Flee with them away 1 
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THEEE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. 



^^^ES, it looked dark and dreary 
^^^ That long and narrow street : 
StS) Only the sound of the rain, 
Nb^*"*! And the tramp of passing fact. 
The duller glow of the fire. 

And gathering mista of night 
To mark how slow and weary 
The long day's cheerless flight 1 



Watching the sullen fire. 

Hearing the dreary rain, 
Drop after drop, run down 

On lliB daikening window-pang ; 
Chill was the heart of Aliee, 

Chill as that winter day, — 
For the star of her life had risen 

Only to &de away. 



The true and earnest will, 
The cnira and steadfast heart, 

Were now weighed down by sorrow. 
Were qiuvering now with piun ; 

The rlear path now seemed clouded. 
And all her grief in vain. 
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*-» THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. 

futy, Bight, Tenth, who promised 

To help and Bare thck own. 
Seemed epreadmg wido their pinioDS 

To leave her there alone. 
Bo, turning irom ihe Preaeat 

To well-inowo days of yore. 
She called on them to strengthen 

And guard her aoul once more. 



She thought how in her ^Ihood 

Her life was given away, 
The Bolenin promise spoken 

She kept so well to daj ; 
How to her brother Herbert 

She had hcon help and gnide. 
And how his artist nature 

On her calm strength relied. 



How through life's iret and turmoil 
The passion and fire of art 

In him was soothed and quickened 
By her true sister heart ; 

How future hopes had always 
Been for his sake alone ; 

— what Bfrange new feeling 
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THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. 
Each trembKog spcay of ivy. 

The river's nuirmunng flow. 
The shadow of the forest. 

Sunset, or twilight dim, — 
Dear as they were, were dearer 

By leaving them lor him. 



And selfish care kept down 
By the calm joy of evening 

That brought him to her side. 
To warn him with wise counsel. 

Or praise with tender pride. 



^r heart, her life, her futme. 

Her gcnins, only meant 
Another thing to give him, 

And be therewith content. 
To-day, what words hod stirred hetf 

Her soul conid not fot^t^ 
What dream had filled her spirit 

With Etrange and wild regret I 



To leave him for another,— 
Could it indeed be so ^ 

Could it have cost such ang 
To bid this vision go t 
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iSo THREE SVENINGS IN A LIFE. 

Was this her faith t Was Herbert 
The seconil in her heart ? 

Did it need all this struggle 
To bid a dream depart ? 



And yet, within her spirit 

A fiir-oif land was seen, 
A homo, which might hare held her, 

A love, which might have tieen. 
And Life — not the mere bdng 

or daily ebb and Sow, 
Bnt Life itself had eliumed hw. 

And she liiLd let it go t 



Within her heart thore echoed 

Again the well-known tone 
Thcit promised this bright futnn^ 

And asked her fbr her own : 
Then words of sorrow, broken 

By half-reproachful pain ; 
And then a farewell, spoken 

In words of cold disdain. 



Where now was the stem ptu^xiBa 
That nerved her soul EO long "i 

Whence came the words she ntWrEd, 
So hard, so cold, so strong! 

What right had she to banish 
A hope that God had given 1 
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THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. 



TtMiay ! Waa il this morning ? 

If thie long, fearful strife 
Waa hut the work of hours, 

What would be yeara of life ? 
Why (iitl a cruel Heaven 

For such great suffering call 1 
And why — still more cruel I — 

ULast her own viorAa do all f 



Did flhe repent ? O Sorrow I 

Why do we linger still 
To lake thy loving mesaage. 

And do thy gentle will 1 
See, her tears Ml more slowly, 

And baek upon her spirit 

Flow strength, and love, ajid pi 



The fire bums more brightly. 

The rain has passed away, 
Herbert will see no shadow 

Upon his home to-day : 
Only that Alice greets him 

With doubly tender care. 
Kissing a fonder blessing 

Down on his golden baii^ 
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THREE EVENINGS IN A LJFK 



^^^^WHE Studio is deserted, 
^S ^^ Palotto and brush liud hy, 
^^"^E The Bkcii:h rests on the easel, 
g^^t^ l The paint is scarcely dij ; 
And Silcneo — who seems always 

Within her depths to Ijcar 

The nes-t sound that will atter — 

Now holds a dumb despair- 



So Alice feels it : listening 

With breathiess, stony fear. 
Waiting the dreadful summons 

£ach minute brings more near : 
When the young life, now ebbing. 

Shall foil, and pass away 
Info that mighty shadow 

Who shrouds the house to-day. 



But why — when the sick-chamber 

Is on the upper floor — 
Why dares not Alice enter 

Within the close-shut door ? 
If he — her all — her Brother, 

Lies dying in that gloom, 
Wliat strange mysterious power 

Has sent her from the room ? 
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TEREE EVEmNGa /JV A LIFE 

It is Dot one week's ai^uish 

That can have changed her bo; 
Joj has not died here lately, 

Struck down by one quick blow ; 
But cruel moQtLs have Deeded 

Their long releotless chain, 
To teach that shrinkiog manner 

Of helpless, hopeless pwn. 



The Etruf^le was acarce over 

Last Christmas Eve had broiaght' 

The fibres still were quirering 
Of the one wouncled thought, 

When Herbert — who, unconscious. 
Had guessed no inward strife — 

Bade her, in pride and pleaenre, 
e hia fair youug wife. 



Bade her rejoice, and smiling. 

Although his eyes were dim. 
Thanked God ho thus could pay her 

The care she gave to him. 
This fresh bright life would bring her 

A new and joyous fate — 
O Alice, check the muimur 

That cries, " Too late 1 too lat« 1 " 
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tdREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. 
That his lifu was eompleted. 

And ceedii^ hers no more, 
She raigbt O sad repining ! 

What " might have been " forget; 
" It was not " should suffice ua 

To stifle yain regret. 



lie needed her no longer, 

Each day it gfciv more phJn ; 
Fiist witli a startled wonder. 

Then with a wondering pain- 
Love ; why, his wife best gave it j 

Comfort : durst Alice speak. 
Or counsel, when resentment 

Flushed on the young wife's cheek. 



No more long lalka by firelight 

Of diildish times long paet^ 
And dreams of future greatness 

Which he muEt reach at last; 
Dcoams, where her pnrer instinct 

With truth unerring told 
Where was the worthless gilding. 

And where refined gold. 



Slowly, but surely erer, 
Dora's poor jealous piidc. 

Which she called love for Herbert 
Drove Alice from his side ; 
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THREE EVEIflNGS Iff A LIFE. 
And, spifo of nervous effort 

To share their altered lift. 
She ftlt a chock U> Herbert, 

A burden lo his wife. 



This was the least ; for Alice 

reared, dreaded, tnem at longlh 
How much his natnre owed her 

Of truth, and power, and strength 
And watched the daily ^ling 

Of all hia nobler part ; 
Low aims, weak purpose, telling 

In lower, weaker art. 

And now, when he is dying. 

The la^t words she could hear 
Must not lie hers, but given 

The bride of one short year. 
The laat care is another's ; 

The last prayer must not be 
The one they leamt together 

Be^de their mother's knee. 



Snmmoned at last : she kiEses 

The clay-cold stiffening hand ; 
And, reading pleading eiforti 

To make her understand, 
Answei^, with solemn promise 

In clear but tremblii^ tone. 
To Dora's lift henceforward 

She will devote her own. 
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THREE EVENINGS IN A IIFK 

Now all is over. AKco 

Dares not remain to weep. 
But soothes the frightened Dora 

Into a sobbing sleep. 
The poor weak child will need iier: . , 

O, who can dare complain, 
Wlicn God sends a new Duty 

To comfort eaik new Paiul 



^^SfajHE House is all deserted 
iH^^ In the eyening gloom, 
WK^ Oidy one figure passes 
I'^affl Slowly from room to ro 
And, pauaing at each doorway. 

Seems gatliering up again 
Within her heart the relics 
Of bygone joy and pain. 



There is an earnest longing 

In those who onward gaze. 
Looking with weary patience 

Towards the coming days. 
There is a deeper longing, 

More sad. more strong, more keen 
Those know it who look backward. 

And yearn for what bas been. 
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THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE a) 

At every hearth sho pansca. 

Touches each well-known chair ; 
Gazes from every window. 

Lingers on every st^r. 
What have tbese montlis brought Alica 

Now one more year is past 9 
This Christmas Eve sliali tell us. 

The ihird one and the hist. 



The wilfiil, wayward Dora, 

In those first weeks of grief. 
Could seek and find in Ahoe 

Strength, soothing, und relief. 
And Alice — lost sad comfort 

True woman-heart can take — 
nad something still to suffer 

And bear for Herbert's sake. 



Spring, with her western hreeics. 

From Indian islands bore 
To Alice news that Leonard 

Would seek his homo onco more. 
What WHS it, —joy, or sorrow? 

What were they, — hopes, or ffeara 
That flushed her chocks with crinuon. 

And filled her eyes with tears t 
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THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. 

IIerl>ert's last honrs ; for Leonard 
Had kaowQ and loved him well 

Daily ho came ; acii Alice, 
Poor weary heart, at iBngtb, 

Weighed down by others' wealoieM, 
Could lean upon his strength. 



Tet not the voice of Leonard 

Could her trae care beguile. 
That turned to watch, r^oieiug, 

Dora's reviving smile. 
So, from that little household 

Tiie worst gloom pasBOil away. 
The one bright lioor of evening 

Lit up the livelong day. 



Days passed. The golden sun 

In sudden heat bore down 
Its blue, bright, glowing 

Upon the scorching town. 
And sights and sounds of countr] 

Came in the warm soft tnne 
Sung by the honeyed breezes 

Borne on the wings of Jnne. 



One twilight hour, but earlier 
Thau usual, Alice thought 

She know the fresh sweet fragrance 
Of flowers "that Leonard brought ; 
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THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. 

Through opened doors and windows 
It stole up through (Jiu gloom. 

And with appealing sweet 
Drew Alice from bar r 



Yes, he was there ; and, pausing 

Just near the opened door. 
To check her heart's qnitk beating. 

She heard — and paused still more 
His low roice — Dora's answers — 

His pleading — Yes, she knew 
The tone — the words — the accents ; 

She once had heard them. too. 



" Would Ahee blame her 7 " Leoi 

Low, tender answer came ; 
" Alice was far too noble 

To think or dream of hiame." 
'■ And was he sure he loved her t " 

" Yes, with the one love given 
Onee in a lifetime only. 

With one eoul and one heaven ! " 



Then came a plaintive murm 
" Dora had once been told 

That he and Alice — " " E 
Alice is tar loo cold 

To love; and I, my Dora, 
If once I fancied so, 



And over — long ago " 
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THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. 

Between Ihc Past and Present, 

On (hat bleak moment's height. 
She stood. As some lost traveller. 

By a quick flash of light 
Seeing a gulf before him, 

With dizzy, sick despjur, 
Beds backward, but to find it 

A deeper chasm t^ro, 



The twilight grew still darker. 

The (ragcant flowers more sweet. 
The stars shone out in heaven. 

The lampa gleamed down the stre. 
And hours passed in dreaming 

Over thwr new-found fate, 
Ere they could think of wondering 

Why AUce was so late. 



She came, and calmly listened ; 

In Tain they strove to trace 
If Herbert's memory shadowed 

In grief upon her face. 
Ko blame, no wonder showed there. 

No feeling could be told ; 
Her voice was not less steady. 

Her manner not more cold. 
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TEHEE EFE:fmG8 IN A LIFK, 

ThTongh the calm summer midiiiglit, — 
" My Herbert — mine again I " 

Tee, ehey have onco been parted. 
But this day ehull restore 

The long-lost one : she claimB him : 
" My Herbert — mine once more I " 



Now Christmas Eve returning 

Saw Alice stand beside 
The altar, greeting Dora, 

Ag^n B. smiling bride ; 
And now the gloomy evening 

Sees Alice pale and worn. 
Leaving the house fbrover. 

To wander out forlorn. 



Forlorn — nay, not so. Anguish 

Shall do ics work at tcnfrtb ; 
Her soul, passed through the fira. 

Shall gain still purer strength. 
Somewhere there waits for Alice 

An earnest, noble part ; 
And meanwhile God is with her, « 

Ciod, and her own true heart! 
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THE WIND. 

^^jr[HE vrind. went forth o'er land and Bea, 
H ^Xl Loud and free ; 

ffl^^^ Foaming waves leapt up to meet it, 
^^^fj Stately pinea bowed down to greet it ; 
While (he wailing sea 
And the forest's murmured sigh 
Joined the cry 
Of the wind tiiat swept o'er land and sea. 

The wind that blew upon Ihe sea 
Fierce and free, 
Cast the bajk upon the shore, 
Whence it sailed the night before 

Fnil of hope and glee ; 
And the cry of pain and death 
Was but a breath, 
Through the wind that roared upon the ioa. 

The wind was whispering on the lea, 
Tenderly ; 
Bat the white rose felt it pass. 
And the fragile stalks of grass 

Shook with fear lo see 
All her trembling petals shed. 
As it iied 
So gently by, — the wind npon the lea- 
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EXPECT A TION. 
And a gentler message send, 
Where frail floweis and grasi 

On the sunny lea ; 

For thj bidding stili ia one. 

Be it done 

In tenderness or wrath, oa land 



EXPECTATION. 

jClHE Kiog's three danghters stood on the 

' The hangiug terrace, so broad and green, 
\ Which keeps the eea from the marbla 

is Princess May, and Princess Alice, 
And ihe joungest Princess, Gwendoline. 

a May, " Will it last much longer. 
Time throbs so s\ovr and my Heart so quick ; 
And how long is the day in dying ! 
Weary am I of waiting and sighing, 
For Hope deterred m^kes the spirit sick." 

Bat Princess Gwendoline smiled and kissed her : -- 

" Am I not sadder than you, my Sister t 

Expecting jo; is a happy pain. 

The Future's fethomieaa mine of treasures. 

All countless hordes of possible pleasures, 

Might bring their store to my feet in vain." 
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Ani how fast comes the dark to-morrow. 

Who hides, perhaps, in her veil of sorrow 

Tho terrible hour I wait and dread ! " 

But Princess Gwendoline kissed her, ^ghing, - 

" It is only Life that can fear dying ; 

Possible loss moana poSEiblc gain. 

Those who still dremi are not quite forsaken j 

But not to fear, because all is taken, 

Is tlie lonchcst ^pth of human pain." 



AN IDEAL. 



^^^^HILE the gray mists of early dawn 
iW^3/§ Were lingering round the hill, 
i^Vh| And the dew was etill apon the flowery 
^■ SfiaaSl And the earth lay calm, and still, 

A wingM Spirit came to me. 

Noble, and radiant, and &ee. 

sliding his blue and shining wings, 

He laid his hand on mine, 
J know not if I felt, or hoard 

The mystic word divine, 
Which woke the trembling air to sigha. 
And shone from out Ms starry eyes. 

The word he spoke within my heart 

Stirred liiii unknown before, 
And cast a spell upon my soul 

To chain it evermore ; 
Making the cold, dull earth look bright. 
And skies Same out in sapphire light. 
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AN IDEAL. 
When noon ruled from tlie heavena, and n 

Through buey day toiled on, 
My Spirit drooped his shining wings ; 

His radiaat smile was gone ; 
His Toice had ceased, his grace had flown. 
His hand grew cold wiihin my own. 

Bitter, bitter tears I wept, 

Yet sliSl I held his band. 
Hoping with vague aurcasomng hope: - 

I would not understand 
That this pale Spirit nevermore 
Could be what he had been before. 

Could it be so ! My heart stood BtilL 

Yet he was by my side. 
I strore ; but ray despair was vain ; 

Vain too was love and prido. 
Could he ha,ye changed to me so soon ? 
My day was only at its noon. 

Through the dim evening air ; 
Near me a hoiisehold Spirit waits. 

With tender loving care; 
He speaks and smiles, but never sin^ 
Long since he lost his shining wings. 

With thanlcfu!, true content, I know 

This is the better way ; 
Is not a taithful spirit mine — 

Mine still — at close of day t . , . . 
Tet will my foolish heart repine 
For that bright morning dream of mine. 
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OUR DEAD. 

j^^TIOTHING is our own : we hold om 

Cafrw'^ Just ft little while, ere Ihey are fled ; 
[ifef-^fP^-y^ One by one life robs os of our trtasnrea j 
Nothing is out own except our Dead. 

Thoy arc onre, and hold in Mthfnl ieeping. 
Safe forever, all thoy took away. 
Crael life can never stir that Bleeping, 
Cruel time can never seize that prey. 

Jiistieepalea; truth ladci; Etars fell from beavcn ; 
Human are the great whom we revere ; 
No tme crown of honor can be given, 
TiU we place it on a faoeral bier. 

How the Children leave ns : and no tracea 
Lii^r of that emiling angel band ; 
Gone, forever gone; and in their placea 
Weary men and nnxious women stand. 

Tet ive have some little ones, still ours ; 
They have kept the baby emilc we know, 
Whieh we kissed one day, and hid with Bowery 
On tlieir dead while faces, long ago. 

When onr Joy is lost — and life will lake it — 
Then no memory of the past remains ; 
Save with some strange, cruel sting, to make it 
Bittemeas beyond all present pains. 
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A WOMAN'S ANSWER. 
Death, more lender-heaited, learcs to 
Still the radiant shadow, fond ref ret : 
We shall find, in some far, bright 
Jdj that he has taJten, living yot. 

Is Loye ours, and do we dream wo fenow it. 
Bound with all our heart-strings, all our own 
Any cold and cruel dawn may show it, 
ShftUered, desecraled, overthrown. 

Only the dead Hearts forsake us never ; 
Death's last kiss has been the mystic sign 
CouBOLTating Love our own forever. 
Crowning it eternal and divine. 

So when Fate would fain besiege onr city, 
Dim our gold, or make our flowers fall, 
Death, the Angd, conies in love and pity. 
And, to save our treiasures, claims them alL 



A WOMAN'S ANSWER. 

^QS^\ WlIX not let you say a Woman's pari 
^gL^W Must be to give CJteluslve love alone ; 
^ffl^^ Dearest, although I love you so, my 

Answers a thousand claims besides yotu' own. 

1 love — what do I not love 1 earth and air 

Find space within my heart, and myriad things 

You would not deign to heed are cherished there. 
And vibrato on its yery inmost sliings. 
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198 A WOMAN'S AN3WEB. 

I lore the Summer with her ebb and flow 

Of light, and warmth, and music, tliat haTO ntiret 

Her tender buds to biossoms . . . and you Imow 
It was in summer that I sav/ you first. 

I love Ihe Winter dearly too, .... but ihcn 
I owe it so much ; on a winter's day. 

Bleak, cold, aud stormy, you returned ugain. 
When yoti had been tiosc weary months away. 

1 lore the Stars like friends ; so many nights 
I gflaed at them, nhen yon were tar trom mc. 

Till I grew blind with tears .... those iar-off lights 
Could watch you, whom I longed in vaiu to see. 

I love the Flowers ; happy hours lie 

Shut up within their petals close and fest ! 

You have forgotten, dear ; but they and I 
Keep every fragment of the golden Past 

I love, too, to be loved ; all loving praise 

Seems like a crown apon my Life, — to make 

It better worth the giving, and to raise 

Still nearer to your own the heart you take. 

I lore all good and noble souls ; — I heard 
One speak of you but lately, and for days. 

Only to think of it, my soul was stirred 
In tender memory of Euch generons praise. 

I love all those who lovo you ; all who owe 
Comfort to yon ; and I can find regret 

Even for those poorer hearts who once eould know 
And once couhl love you, and can now foiget. 
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THE FAITHFVL SOUL. 295 

Well, is my heart so narrow, — I, who Bpare 
Love for al! these 1 Do I not even hold 

My favorite books in special tender care, 
And prize ihem as a miaer docs his gold f 

The Foets that yoa used to read to me 
While auramor twilightB faded in the sky ; 

But most of all I think Aurora Loigli, 

Because — because — do yon remember why t 

Will you be jealous ? Did yon guess before 

I loved so many things 'i — Still you the best ; — 
Dearest, remember that I love you more, 

' " .es, than all the rest 1 



STORY OF THE FAITHFUL SOUL, 




gjHE lettered Spirits linger 

In pui^atori^ pain. 

With penal fires efiacing 

_^ 1 Their last feint earthly al 

Which Life's imperfcct sorrow 
Had tried to cleanse in vaJn. 

Tet, on each feast of Maiy 
Their sorrow finds release. 

For the Great Archangel lOchael 
Comes down and bids it cease ; 

And the name of these brief naipitea 
la called " Our Lady's Peace." 
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THE FAITMFUL SOUL. 
Yet once — so runs the Legend — 

Whon the Arcliangol came, 
And all these bo\j spiritB 

Kejoicod at Marj's name. 
One voice alone was wailing. 

Still wailii^ on Che Eame. 

And though a great To Deam 
The happy echoes woke. 

This one discordant wailing 

Through the sweet voices broke ! 

So when St. Michael questioned. 
Thus the poor spirit spoke; — 

" I am not cold or thankless, 
Allhoagh I still 'Ximphun ; 

I prize Our Ladj's blessing, 
Although it comes in vain 

To Etill my bitter anguish, 
Or quench my ceaseless pain. 

" On earth a heart that loved me 

Slill livra and mourns me there. 
And the ebadow of his anguish 



" The evenii^ of ray bridal 
Death look my Life away ; 

Not all Love's passionate pleading 
Could gain an hour's delay. 

And he I left has suffered 
A whole year since that day. 
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THE FAITEFUL SOUL. 
« If I could only see him, — 

If I could only go 
And spook one won] of comfbn 

And solace, — then I know 
He would endure wilh patience. 

And stiiva against his woe." 
Thus the Archangel answered : — 

" Your time of pain is brief. 
And soon the peace of Heaven 

Will give yon full relief; 
Tet if his earthly comfort 

So much outweighs your grief, 

" Than thrai^h a special mercy 

I offer you this grace, — 
You may seek him who mourns yon, 

And look upon his face. 
And speak to Mm of comibrt 

for one short minute's space. 

" But when that time is ended, 

Retnm hero, and remMn 
A thousand years in l«rmcnt, 

A thousand years in pain ; 
Thus dearly must you purchase 

The comfort ho will gain." 



The Lime-trees' shade at evening 
Is spreading hroad and wide ; 

Beneath their fragrant arches, 
Pace slowly, side by side, 

In low and tender converse, 
A Bridegroom and his Bride. 
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TEE FAITHFiJL SOUL. 
The night is calm and stiiij. 

No other sound is there 
Except their happy voices : — 

What is that cold bleak air 
That passes through the Lime-treCB- 

And stirs the Bridegroom's hair' 

While one low cry of anguish. 

Like the last dying wml 
Of some dumb, hunted creature, 

Ib borne upon the gale : — 
Why does the Bridegroom shudder 

And turn so deathly pale ! 

Near Pui^Btory's entrance 
The radiant Angels wait ; 

It Tvaa tlie great St. Michael 
Who closed that gloomy gate. 

When the poor wandering spirit 
Came back to meet her fate. 

" Pass on," thus spoke the Angel ; 

" Heaven's joy is deep and vasij 
Pass on, pass on, poor Spirit, 

Tor HeaTen is yours at last ; 
In that one miouto's anguish 

IToar thousand years have pas'^Cl.' 
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A CONTRAST. 

i^K*|lAN yoa open tliat cLony Casket 1 
^j^^K Look, this ia the key : hat Btay, 
AhJ^ Those are only a few old letters 
^g^l That I keep, — lo bora some day, 

Tes, that Locket is qnaint and ancient ; 

Bat leave it, dear, with the ring, 
And give me the little Portrait 

Which hangs by a crimiion stiiag. 

I have never opened that Casket 

Since, many long years ago, 
1^ was sent me back in anger 

By one whom I used lo know. 

But I want yon lo see the Portrait : 

I wonder if you con trace 
A look of that smiling creatnro 

Left now in my faded face. 

It was like mo once ; but remember 

The weary, releutless years. 
And Life, with its fierce brief tempesta. 

And its long, long rain of tears. 

Is it strange to call it my Portrait 1 
Nay, anulo, dear, for well you may. 

To think of that radiant Vision 
And of what I am to-day. 
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Willi restless, yet confident lonping. 
How those blue eyts seem to gaze 

Into deep e,nd cxhanstless treasures, 
All hid in the eoming duys. 

With tliat trast wliicli leans on the Fatiire, 

And connts on her promised store. 
Until she has taught us to tremble 



How that young, light heart would have pitied 
Me now — if her dreams had shown 

A quiet and weary woman 
With all her illosioiis flown. 

Yet I — who shall soon he resting. 
And have passed the hardest part — 

Can look back with a deeper pity 
On that young, unconselous heart. 

It is strange ; but Life's currents drift ni 

So surely and swiftly on, 
That we scarcely notice tlie chauges. 

And how many things are gone ; 

And forget, while to-day absorbs us, 
How old mysteries are unsealed ; 

How the old, old lies are loosened. 
And the old, old wounds are healed. 

And we say Hat our Life is fleeting 
Like a story that Time has told ; 

But we fancy that vte — we only — 
An? just what wo were of old- 
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THE BRIDE'S DREAM. 
So now and then it is wisdom 

To gfize, as I do to-day. 
At a fiaif-forgottCQ relic 

Of a Time that is passed anuf . 

Tlic very lodt of tlmt Portrmt, 
The pecfiime tliat seems to cling 

To those fragile and feded letters. 
And liio Locket, and the Ring, 

If they only stirred in my spirit 
Forgotten plcasurB and pain, — 

Wliy, memory is often, bitter, 
And almost always in vain ; 

But the eontrast of bygone honrt 
Comes tc rend a veil away, — 

And I marvel to see the Etranger 
Wlio is living in me t»>-(iaj. 



THE BRIDE'S DREAM. 



The maiden sleeps, — 
What is siie dreaming ? 
J For see — she weeps. 
By her side is an Angel 

With folded wings; 
IVliiIo the Maiden elumbera. 

The Angel sings : 

He sings of a Bridal, 

Of Love, of pain. 
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TEE BRIDES DREAM. 

Of a heart fo lie gh-cn, — 

And all in vain; 
(See, her cheek ie flushing. 

As if with pain ;) 
He telleth of Borrow, 

BegrcCa and fbars, 
And die few vain pleasuiw 

We buy with teurB ; 
And Um bitter lesson 

Wo learn from years. 

The stars are glealhing 

Upon her brow : 
What ie she dreaming 

So calmly now ' 
By her side is the Angel 

With folded wings ; 
She smiles in her slumber 

The while he sings. 
Be sings of a Bridal, 

Of Love divine ; 
Of a heart to be laid 

On a sacred shrine ; 
Of a crovra of glory, 

Where seraphs shine j 
Of the deep, long r^ptoia 

The chosen know 
Who forsake for Heaven 

Vain joys below. 
Who desire no pfeaBOMi 

And fear no woe. 
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THE ANGEL'S BIDDING. 
The Choir is singing, 

The gucats are here. 
Before the High Altar 

Behold the Bride ; 
And a mournful Angel 

Is hj her side. 
She smiles, all content 

"With lier chosen lot, — 
(Is her last aighi^s dreaming 

So soon forgot ') 
And oh, may the Angel 

Forsake her not t 
For on her small hand 

There glitters plain 
The first Bad link 

Of a life-long chain ; — 
And eho needs his guiding 

Thtoagh paths of pain. 



THE ANGEL'S BmDING. 

f^i^aijOT a sonnd is heard in the Convent; 
M^ S The Vesper Chant is snng, 
ijSiw Si The sick have all been tended, 
«r--4^>--^ The poor nun's toils are ended 
Till the Matin bell has rung- 
All is still, save the Clock, that is ticking 
So tond in the frosty air. 
And the soft snow, falling aa gently 
As an answer to a prayer. 

But an Ai^l whispers, " Sister, 
Yon must rise from your bed to pray? 
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joS THE ANGEL'S BIDDING. 

In Ihe silent, deserted chapel, 
You must kneel till tho dawn of day ; 
Foe, fir on tiio desolate moorlanil. 
So dreaiy, and bloak, and white. 
There is one, all alone and helpless. 
In peril of death to-night. 

^' No sonnd on the moorland to guide him, 

No star in the murky air ; 
And lie thinks of his homo and his loved noes 

Wilh the tendemesB of despair; 
lie has wandered for hoars in the snow-drift^ 

And he strive to stand in vain. 
And so lies down to dream of his children. 
And never to rise again. 

Then kneel in the silent chapel 
Till the dawn of to-morrow's sun. 
And ask of the Lord jon worship 
For tlie life of lliat desolate one ; 
And the smiling eyes of his children 
Will gladden his heart again. 
And the grateful tears of God's poor ouec 
Will fall on your soul like rain ! — 

" Tet, leave him alone to perish, 

And the grace of jonr God implore. 
With all tho strength of your spirit, 

For one who needs it more. 
Far away, in the gleaming city. 

Amid perfume, and song, and light, 
A soul tliat Jesus has ransomed 

Is io peril of sin to-night. 
The Tempter is close beside hira. 

And his danger is all forgot. 
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And the Gu-off voices of childliood 
Call aloud, but ho hears tliem not ; 

He eayeth no prayer, and his mother — 
He thinks not of her to-day, 

And he will not look up to hearen. 
And hia Augol is tuming anay. 

" Then pray for a soul in peril, 

A soul for which Jesus died ; 
Asfc, liy tho cross that liore Him, 

And by her who stood beside ; 
And the Angels of God will thank yj'*. 

And hend from their thrones of light; 
To tell you that heaven rejoices 

At the deed you have done lo-night.' 



SPEING. 

^^^lAEK I the hours arc softly calkaf 
M) (M Bidding Spring arise, 
E Kfc To listen to tlie rain-dropa feUinj 
rt^^l From the cloudy skies, 
To listen to Earth's weary voices, 

Louder every day. 
Bidding her no longer linger 

On her channM way ; 
But hasten to her task of beauty 

Scarcely yet begun ; 
By the first bright day of Snnuner 

It should all be done. 

She has yet to loose the founlwn 

From its iron chain ; 
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And n> make the tmrreu m 

Green anil bright again ; 
She must clear the snow tliat lingers 

Round the etalks away. 
And let the snowdropE' trcmliling whiteness 

See the light of day. 
She most watch, and warm, and cherish 

Every blade of green, 
Till Che tender graas appearing 

From the earth is seen ; 
Sho must bring the golden crocus 

From her hidden store ; 
She must spread broad showers of daisiea 

Each day more and more. 
In each hedgerow she must haatea 

Cowslips sweet to set ; 
Primroses in rich profusion. 

With bright dew-drops wet. 
And imder everj leaf, tu shadow 

Hide a violet '■ 
Every tree within the forest 

Must be decked anew ; 
And the tender bnds of promise 

Should be peeping tluwugh, 
Folded deep, and almost hiddeo. 

Leaf by leaf beside, 
ntiat will make the Summer's gioiy. 

And the Aotnmn'a pride. 
Ehe most weave the loveliest carpets. 

Checkered sun and shade, 
Every wood must have snch pathway 

Lsud in every glade ; 
She mnst hang laburnum branches 

On each arched bough ; — 
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EVENING STMK 3 

And the white aud purple lilac 

Should 1« waving now ; 
She moKt breache, and ix>]d winds vanish 

At her breath away ; 
And then load the air around her 

With the Bcent of May I 
Listen then, O Spring I nor lii^r 

On thy chanoM way; 
Havo pilry on thy prisoned ftowera 

Wearying for the day. 
Listen to the rain-drops falliog 

Prom the cloudy akies; 
Listen to the hours idling. 

Bidding tbee ariee. 



EVEHING HYMN. 

^^OitHE shadows of the evcnmg hours 
'M K^ ^'^^^ ''™'° '^'^ darkening sky ; 
P'^W Upon the fragranec of iho flo-weri 
^^Sag | The deivs of evening he : 
Before thy throne, O Lord of beaven. 

We kneel at close of day ; 
Look on thy childi'en from on h^h. 
And hear us while we pray. 

These 



Before tliy mercy rise ; 
The brightness of the roming ni^t 
Upon the darkness rolU : 
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THE INNER CHAMBER. 



Slowly the rays of daylight fede ; 

So fade within our heaxt 
The hopes in oaithly love and joy, 

Tbaj one by one depart : 
Slowly the bright stars, one by one, 

Within the heayens Eliine ; — 
Give us, Lord, fresii hopes in lleaven. 

And tiust in things divine- 
Lot peace, Lord, thy peace, God, 

Upon our souls descend ; 
From midnight fears and p<;rile, thoa 

Oar tcembling lienrts defend ; 
Give us a respite from our toil. 

Calm and sutxlue our woes ; 
Through the long day we suffer, Lord, 

give ns now repose ! 



THE INHEK CHAMBER. 

SffSlN the outer Court I was singing, 
* ^W' Was singing the whole day long ; 
W^Si From tlie inner cliamber were rin^nj 
3C^&] Echoes repeating my song. 

And I sang till it grew immortal ; 

For that very song of mine, 
When uMichocd behind the Portal, 

Was filled with a life i^vino. 
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THE IlfJfES CaAMSEB. 3, 

W IS tlio Charaher a silrer round 

Of arches, whose magital art 
Brew in coils of nrnsicfil sound. 

And cast them bock oa my heart "> 

Whs there hidden within a lyre 

Wliich, a» air breathed over its strings, 

Filled my song with a soul of fire, 
Aad sent baek my words ivitb wings 1 

Was EOnio ecraph imprisoned theie, 
Wliose Voice made my song complete. 

And whose lingerii^, soft despair 
Made Iho echo bo faint aJid sweet ? 

Long I tremhled and paused, — then parted 

Tbo turtains with heavy tringe ;■ 
And, half fearing, yet eager-heortcd, 

Tm^ed the door on its golden hinge- 
Now I aitig in the court once more, 

I sing and I weep all day. 
As I kneel by the close-shut door, 

Por I know what the echoes say. 

Tet I sing not the song of old. 

Ere I know whence the echo came. 

Ere I opened the door of gold ; 

But the music sounds just the same. 

Then take warning, and turn away ; 

Do not ask of that liidden thing, 
Do not guess what the echoes say. 

Or the moaning of what I ^ng. 
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P^^ TRINKET made like a Heart, i 
M^^w Of red gold, bright and fine 



Anil another heart, wann and fender, 
Afs tnie as a heart could be ; 

And every throb that stirred it 
Was always and all for me. 

Sailing oyer the wateis, 

Watdiing tiic lar blue Ifaid, 

I dropped my golden heart, dear. 
Dropped it out of my hand I 

It lies in the cold, blue waters. 
Fathoms and fathoms deep, 

The golden heart whieli I promised. 
Promised to prize and keep. 

Gadng at Life's bright visions, 
So false, and fair, and new, 

I foi^ot the other heart, dear. 
Forgot it and lost it too ! 

I might seek that heart forever, 
I might seek and seek in vain; — - 

And for one short, careless hour, 
I pay with a life of pain 
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gnilE Heart ? — Yes, I wore it 
^m\ As ELga and as lokcn 
1^ Of a love that once gave it, 
^^1 A vow that was spoken ; 
But a lore, uJid a, vow, and a heart 
Can be broken. 

The Love 1 — Life and Death 

Are cmshed into a day. 
So what wonder that Love 



The Vow I — why what waa it 1 
It snapped lihe a thread ; 

Who cares for the corpse 
When the spirit ie fled f 

Then I said, "Let the Dead rie» 
And bury its dead, 

" While the true, liviog future 
Grows pwo, wise, and Strang." 

So I east the gold heart 
I had worn for so long 

In the Ldie, and bound on h 
A Stone — and a, Wrong I 
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^)jS|OOK, thia little golden II«rt 
^^^5 Was a Iruc-love sliriue 
' ^^^ Tor a trcsa of hair ; I huld tl>*m, 
re-p"^ ! Heart and ti«EG, ae mine, 
idko ihe Love wliich gare tho token : — 
See, to-daj tLe Heart is broken ! 

Broken is the golden heart, 

Lost the Ircss of bair ; 
Ah, the shrine is empty, vaisjit, 

Dcsohile and. hari; ! 
So the token should depart. 
When Love dits wilhin the heart. 

Ffiat and deep the river flowelh, 

Floweth to the west ; 
I will cast (he golden trinket 

In ite cold dark breast : — 
Flovr, river, deep and fast. 
Over all the buried p^t 1 



TWO LOVES. 

g^^SjEEP within my heart of hearts, dear, 
1^^^ Bound with all its strings, 
^Kk^ Two Loves are together reigning, 
^g^al Botl. are crowned like kitgs ■ 
While raj' liGv stili mcomplainiig, 
Kvsts bercaJr their wings. 
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TWO LOVES. ■ 

So tliey both will rule my heart, dear, 

■nil it coaso to boat ; 
No Bwaj can be deeper, elronger. 

Truer, more complete ; 
Growing, as it lasts tho lotigcr, 

Sweolcr, and more aweet. 

One all life and time transfigorea ; 

Rercing through and tlirough 
Meaner things with magic splendor. 

Old, yet ever new ; 
This — flo strong and yet bo tender — 

Is . . . my Love for you. 

Should it &il, — forgive my donbdng 

In tins world of pain, — 
Tet my other Love would ever 

Steadfastly remajo ; 
And I know that I could never 

Turn to that in vain. 

Though ita radiance may be fainter. 

Yet its task is wide ; 
Tor it lives to comfort sorrows, 

Stiengthea, calm, and guide, 
And from Trust and Honor liorrom 

All ita peace and pride. 

Will yon blame my dreaming, even 

If the first were flown "! 
Ah, I would not live without it. 

It is all your own : 
And the other — can you doubt it ? — 

YourB, and yonrs alone. 
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I WOMA!fS LAST WORD. 



A WOMAN'S LAST "WORD. 

I^^^^SjELL — ihe liuks are broken, 
SWM^ All is past ; 

^RwjSti This farewell, when spoken, 
aBS)3aaal Is tlie lust. 

I have tried and striven 

All in vain; 
Such bonds mnst be liren. 

Spite of pftia. 

And never, never, never 

Knit again. 

So I tell yoa plainly. 

It mnst be : 
I shall try, not vainly. 

To be free ; 
Troer, happier ebanees 

Wait me jot, 
WMe yon, through fresh fiind**^ 



All past words retracing. 

Does not help eflacing 

What i» done. 
Let it be. O, stronger 

Links can breali 1 
Had wo dreamed still longer 

We could wake, — 
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FABT AND PRESENT. 



In some bright to-mor 

Heal their past ; 

But future hearts will 



PAST AND PRESENT. 

' I eric3, "0 ratoat Time! 



" And. IiOye, — the future can bat mar its spkador. 
Change can but dim the glory of its youth ; 
Time has no star more fiiitlifiil or more tecider 
To crown its constancy or light Its truth." 

But Time passed on in spite of prayer or pleading. 
Through storm and peril ; but that life might gain 
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FOR THE FUTURE. 



FOR THE FUTURE. 

^«^| WONDER did yon ever count 
^SR^ The valne of one human fate ; 

Of Life's one venture, and the whole coneeDHate pur- 
pose of a Boul. 

And if yon ever paused to think 
That all this in your hands I laid 
Without a fear ; — did you not elirink 
From Each a burden ? half afraid. 
Half wishing that j'oti could divide the risk, or cast 
it all aside. 

Wliilo Love has daily perils, sach 
As none foresee and none control ; 
And hearla are strung so that out tounh, 
Careless or roi^h, may jar the whole. 
Ton well might feel alraid to reign with absoluta 
power of joy and pain. 
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FOR THE FUTURE. jn 

Tou well miglit fear — if Lore's sole claim 
Were to ba happy ; but true Love 
Takes jof as solace, not es aim, 
And looks beyoud, and looks above ; 
And sometimes throngh the bitlerest strife first leams 
to live her highest life. 

Earth foi^s joy into a chain 
Till fetWred Lovo foists its strength. 
Its purpose, and is end ; — hut Pain 
Restores its heritage at length. 
And bids Lore rise sgain and bo eternal, mighty, 
pure, and free. 

If then your fotnre life should need 
A strength my Love can only gain 
Through gnfieriog, or my heart be freed 
Only by sorrow from some stain, 
Then you shall give, sni I will take, this Qtowa 
of fire for Love's dear take. 

SepL 8ih, i36o. 
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A CHAPLET OF VEESES. 
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THE PEOVIBEHCE HOW HKiHT EEFOGB 



HOMELESS WOMEN AND CHILDREN. 
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sp^^ij HERE ia scarcely any charitaWo Instl 

^ft^« 'ersa!, such unhesitating syrapathj, us a 
«^sarr| NiKlit Eefiigo for ttio Homeless Poor. 

A eheller through the bleak winter nights, leava 
to rest in aomc poor shod instead of wandering 
throuj;h the pitiless streets, is a boon we could 
hardly denv to a starying dog. And yet we hare 
all known that in this country, in this town, many 
of onr miserable foUow-Croaturcs ■were pacing tha 
Btrcota through the long- weary nights, without a 
roof to shelter them, without food to eat, with their 
poor rags soaked in run, and only the bitter winds 
of Heaven for companions ; women and children 
utiurly forlorn and helpless, either wandering about 
all night, or crouching under a miserable archway, 
or, worst of all, seeking in death or sin the refuge 
denied them elsewhere. It is a marvel that we 
could sleep in peace in our warm, comfortable 
iiomcs with this horror at our very door. 

But at last sonie cilbrts were made to ef&ce this 
stain upon our country, public sympathy was ap- 
pealed to, and a few 'Befn^es' were opened, to 
shelter our homeless poor through the winter luRhts- 
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In the Autumn of 1 860 there was no Catholic 
Refuge in the kingdom ; and excellent as were the 
Protestant Refuges, their resources were quite in- 
tdei^nate to meet the claims upon thctn. 

In this ronnlry, as we all know, the very poorest 
luid most dcstilute are in many cases Catholirs; 
uld doubtless our Priests, to whom no form of sin 
or sorrow is strange, most see in a special manner, 
and in innumerable results, ihe snfTcrings, dangci's, 
and temptations of the homeless. The Bov. Dr. 
Gilbert therefore resolved to open a Catholic Night 
S^nge in his parish, and to his lealons charity and 
nnweaned efibrts axe due the foundation and snccess 
of Ihe Pbotidekci: Eow Hicht Eefugb fob 
HouBLEss Women amd Cmj-onEN ; the first 
Catholic Befage in England or Ireland, and still 
the only one in England. 

The Sisters of Mcrcj had long been aiding their 
pastors in the schools of the parish, and when this 
new opening for their charity was suggested to 
ihem, they nnhcsitalinglj accepted a task, worthy 
indeed of the holy name they bear. They were 
seeking for some house more suitable for a Con- 
vent dian the one they had hitherto occupied in 
Broad Street ; and when Dr. Gilbert saw the large 
stahle at the back of 14 Knsbniy Square, be felt 
that here was a suitable place for his long-clierished 
plan of a Night Refiige. It was separated from tha 
house by a yard, and opened on a narrow street at 
the hack, already called, with a happy appropriate- 
ness, Providence Row. To Sinsbury Square there- 
fore She community removed, and it whs not long 
before the stable was fitted up with wooden beds 
and benches, the tew preparations were completed. 
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*n^ on the 7th of October, I860, ihe Refuge wai 
Dpencd. At first there were but fourteen beds, but 
contributions flowed in from Protestants as well a* 
Catholics, and in Pebruary, 1861, thirty-one more 
beds were added, making in all forty-five. But as 
many of the poor women have children with them, 
rarely lesB than eixty persons are each night ad- 
mitl^d. Up to the present time, fourteen thousaod 
seven hundred and eighty-five nights' lod^gs havo 
been given, with the same number of suppers and 
break&sts. 

!From six to eight are the hours of admission; 
but this is indeed a neodbjss rale, for a crowd of 
ragged women, with pale, weary cbildron. clinging 
to them, are waiting patientiy long before the doors 
are opened, and iJie plaec is filled at once. 

Moans for washing are ^vcn them, they rest 
themselves in warmth, light, and peace, and at 
eight o'clock each person receives half a pound of 
bread and a large basin of exoillunt gruel. Night 
prayers are said by one of the Sisters, and then the 
poor wanderers Ue down in their rude but clean and 
comfortable beds. They have the same meal iiv the 
morning. 

Those who come on Saturday evening remain 
till Monday, receiving on Sunday, besides the usual 
breakftst and supper, an extra half-pound of bread, 
»nd a good supply of moat soup. There is no dis- 
Uoetion of creed; Protestants and Catholics are 
mlike admitted. There are but two conditions of 
admittance, — that the applicants be homeless and 
of good character. This is tlie only Eefuge which 
makes character a condition ; and it is found that, 
in spite of all precaations, much harm arises to tlM 
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Other Refuges to the young and innocent, tram iho 
bad langua^ and evil example of tlic degraded 
class nitli whom lliey are broi^hc ia conioct. 

Each evening (and on SondajB nioro fiillyt 
eimpEs instructions on the Cateuhisnt are ^ven by 
one of the Bistors ; but this the Protestants do no) 
attend ; thoy frequently ask leave to be present, bitt 
it ia not permicted, (without tlie special pormiseion 
of ODO of the clei7i:y,} as the iostrucCions on tlie 
practico of our faith woold be to tliem compara- 
tively laacless and unmeaning. 

The temporary slietter and food which is given 
iu Frovideuce Eow is Dot the only, perhaps often 
not the greatest, benefit healowcd npon tlie poor 
forlorn inmates. They find advice, sympathy, and 
help from the kind Sisters i aud tlie very telling 
their troubles to one .who is there to serve and tend 
fliem, .not for any earthly reward, but from Chris- 
tian love and pity, must be a rest to their weary 
hearts, a comfort in their sore waut and distress. 
It is touching to see their eager desire to be allowed 
to help the Sister in the ctcaoiog, cooking, &e., 
and the half-asbamed lliankfulness with which they 
watch her buEied in thsir service. 

OuB of tlie Nuns sleeps every night in the Kef- 
nge, and no unruly sound, uo whisper of mur- 
mur or disrespect, ever rises against her gentle 
sway. Nay, even more, when she has the sad task 
of selecting among tbe waiting crowd the number 
•,vho may enter, choosing generally those with cliil- 
.iren and those who have not apphcd before, the 
-est submit without a murmur. Though tlie little 
ones are hardly counted, hut creep in by their moth- 
•n' sides, tliere are sdll muiy — sometimes iMrty 
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or fortj nightly — turned away for want of space. 
Th«y havo had a, glimpse of watintli wid light, and 
then it is tlio croel ofBco of tho kind Nuu to bar tho 
door against tham ; bat ao aogiy word, no remon- 
stranco, meetc her so'trowfitl i^fosal ; tlioy turn 
once more to their weary wanderings in tlie darft, 
ble^ Btrectl. And so wilt many havo to do, night 
after night, until the Kefuge is enlarged. Tho 
[H«seiit space will hold no more beds, but to build 
an additional dormitory is tlis earnest desire and 
intention of Dr. Gilbert. 

No talaries are received by arty icAo haee charge of 
the linage. Among the inany causes for gratitude 
we havo to our good Keligioua, saroly it is not one 
of the least, that what we can spare in the cause of 
chanty goes solely and directly ta its object ; the 
more diffitnit and more perfecj share of the good 
nock bdag taken by them out of love to God and 
his poor. 

The Refuge is open from the month of OctobCT 

It is placed under the special patronage of Onr 
Blessed Lady, and Blessed Benedict Labrc. 

May the Mother who wandered homeless through 
inhospitable Bethlohein, and the Saint wlio was a 
beggar and aa outcast upon the face of the earth, 
watch over lliis Refuge for the poor and desolate, 
and obtain from the chari^ of die feithfulthe aid 
wliieh it so sorely needs. 

I may add, that donationB for the Befuge vidll be 
thankfully rocaved by the Eev. Dr. Gilbert, 23 
Finsbury Circus, or by the Eev. Mother, at the 
Convent, 14 Knsbnry Square, E, C. 

We all meditate long and often on tlie many 
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liinda of sufferings borne for ns by our Blessed 
Eedeemec ; but perhaps, if we consider q moment, 
we shall most of us confess, that tlic one wc think 
of least oileD, the one we compasEiouate least of 
all, is the only one of which he deigned to tull qs 
himself, and for which he himself appealed to 
our pity in the Divine complaint, — "The foxes 
have holes, and the birds of the air have nesis, but 
the Son of Mb " has not wh&e lo b^ Ms head." 

A. A. P- 
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THE AEMY OF THE LORD. 



SIO fight the baitio of the Cross, Christ's 

] Good soldiers and great victors — a 

uohlo armaJnent- 

Thej use no earthly wea.p>m, they know not spear 

or sword. 
Yet right and truo and raliaat is the army of the 



Fear tlfem, ye mighty ones of eartli ; fear them, 

ye demon foes ; 
Sla/ them and think lo conquer, but the ranks will 

always close : 
Jn vain do Earth and Hell nnite thcit power and 

skill to tiy, 
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The soul of eveiy sinner is the victory thoy would 

gain; 
Thej would hind each rebel heart in their Master's 

golden chain : 
Faith is the sliicid iJicy carrj, and the twc^edged 

Bword tliey bear 
Is God's strongest, mightiest weapon, and they call 

it IiOve and Prayer. 



Where the savage hordes are dwelling by liia 

Ganges' sacred tide, 
Through the trackless Indian forcsts, St. Francis is 

tlicir goidc ; 
Where crime and sin are ra^ng, to conijuer they 

They do conquer as ihey go, for St. Phihp leads 



Tboy are come where all are kneeling at the shrines 

of wealth and pride. 
And an old and martyred Bishop is their comrade 

and their guide : 
To tell the toil-worn negro of freedom and repose. 
O'er the vast Atlantic's bosom they are called by 

sweet St. Rose. 



They are gone where Love is frozen, and Faith 

grown calm and cold, 
Where tlio world is all triumphant, and the shcop 

have left tlie fold. 



db, Google 



TSE ARMY OF THE LORD. 333 

Where His children scorn His blessings, and His 

sacred Shrines despise, — 
Ana die beawjQ of the warriors is the light in 

Mary's eyes. 



And for their noble standard Christ's holy Cross 

they bear ; 
Hia sacred name their wai-cry, 'tis in vain what 



Would you know, World, these warriors 1 Gio 

where the poor, the old, 
Ask for pardon and tor heaven, and you ofler food 

and gold ; 
With healing and with comfort, with words of peace 

and prayer, 
Bearing His greatest gift to man — Chriat's chosen 

priests are there. 



Where sin and crime are dwellii^, hid from the 

hght of day. 
And lifb and hope are ^ing at Death's cold loach 

Where dying eyes in horror see the long-forgotten 

past, 
^Ihrist's servants ckim the sinner, and gain lus sout 

at last. 
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Whore the rich and proud and mighty God's mes- 

BBgo would defy, 
In warning aad reproof His anoinlcd onee stand by ; 
Bright axe the crowna of glorj Goii kcepeth for 



And see sweet Mercy's sister, where tlie poor and 

wretched dweli, 
la gentle accents telling of Hira she loves so well ; 
Training young hearts to serve their Lord, and 

place tlicir hope in Heaven, 
Bidding her erring sisters love much and be for^ven. 



And where in cloistered silence dim the Brides of 

Jcaus dwell. 
Where purest incense rises up from every lowly cclL 
They plead not vidnly, — they iiave cliosea and 

g^ned the better part, 
And g^ren their gentle life away to Him who has 

their heart. 



And some there are among tis — the path which 

they have trod 
Of sin and pain and anguish has led at last to God : 
They plead, and Christ will hear them, that tlio 

poor slaves who pine 
In the hleak dnugeon they have left, may see Hit 

truth divine. 
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TEE ARMY OF TBE LORD. 



0, wlio can tell how msjij hearts ai« altara to 

Hia praise. 
From which the silent prayer ascends through 

patient nights and days : 
The sacrifice is oHured still in secret and alone, 
O World, yo do not know them, but He can help 



They are with ns, Hia true soldiers, they come in 

power and might ; 
Glorious the crown wtieh Ihey shall gain after the 

heavenly fight ; 
And you, perchance, who scotF, may yet tior rest 

and glory Ehaic, 
As the rich spoil of their battle and the captives of 

thar prayer. 



O, who shall tell the wonder of that great day of 

When even in this place of strife His soldiers ans ao 

blest: 
World, O Earth, why strivo ye ^ join tiie low 

chant they sing, — 
" O Grave, where is thy vietoiy ! Death, where 

is diy stingi" 
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THE STAR JF THE SEA, 

THE STAP ^Y TEIE SEA. 

glOVT j^AMj a mighty si 

■ c stormj waves o'erwhalm; 
tir frfdl bark floats oa, 
t Angel holda tlie helm : 
9 are gathering roun ' 
And dangerous winds arise, 
lat see ! one trembling atar 
la shining in the skies ; — 
And VIS are safe who trust ia thee. 
Star of the Sea ! 

A long and weary voyage 

Have we to reach our home. 
And dark: and sunken rocks 

Are hid in silver foam ; 
Each moment we may sink, 

But steadily we sail, 
Our winged Pilot smiles, 

And says we shall not fail ; — 

And so we kneel and call on thee. 

Star of the Sea I 

Tes, for those sMning rays 

Shall beam upon the main. 
Shall guide us saielj on. 

Through fear and doubt and p^: 
And see — the stormy ivind 

Our little s^l bas caught, 
Tlie tempest others fear 

Shall drive us into port: — 



db, Google 



THE SACRED UI-.ART. jj; 

Thro^h Life's dark voyage we tnist iu thee. 
Star of tlie Bva. I 

The shoro now looms in sight. 

The far-off golden strand, 
Yet many e. freight ia wreclied 

And lost in sight of land ; 
Then gnide ua safely home. 

Through that last hour of strife. 
And weleorao ua to land, 

From, the long voyage of life : — • 
In death and life we call on thee. 
Star of the Sea 1 



THE SACRED HEART. 

^Bi^lHAT wouldat thou hare, O 80td, 
I^^Ja Thou weary soul ? 
WKfti Lo! I have sought for rest 
Jit&^Si <Jii the Earth's heaving breast, 
trom pole to pole. 
Sleep — I have been with her. 

But she gave dreams ; 
Death — nay, the rest ho give» 

!FMr nature knows it not — 

The graaa ia growing; 
Tho blue air knows it not — 

The winds arc blowing t 
Not in tho changing sky, 

Tho stormy sea. 
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THE SACRED HEART. 
Yet somewhere in God's iride world 

Rest there must be. 
Within tliy Savionr'a Heart 

Place all thy care, 
And leam, weary soul. 

Thy Rest is there. 

What woaldst thou, trembling eonl* 

Strength for the strife, — 
Strength for this fiery war 

That we call Life. 
Fears gather thickly round ; 

Shadowy foes, 
Idke unto arm^d men, 

Around me close. 
What am I, Irail and poor. 

When griefs arisen 
No help from the weak earth, 

Oi the cold skies. 
Lo I I can find no guards. 

No weapons borrow ; 
Shrinking, alone I stand. 

With migh^ sorrow. 
Courage, thou trembling soot. 

Grief thou must bear, 
Tet thou canst Jind a. screngA 

Will match despair ; 
Within thy Saviour's Heart— 

Seek for it there. 

What wouldst thou have, sad son^ 
Oppressed with grief 3 — 

Clomfort : I seek in vain. 
Nor find relief. 
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TEE SACRED HEAET. 
Nature, all pitiless, 

Smiles on m j psJit ; 
I a£k my fellow-men, 

They give diiiilain. 
I Bskcd the babbling streams. 

But they iiowed on ; 
I afked the wise and good. 

But they gave none. 
Thongh I have asked the stera, 

CohJly they shine. 
They are too bright to know 

Grief such as mine. 
I asked for comfort still. 

And I found tears, 
And I have sought in Tain 

Long, weary years. 
Listen, thou mournful bouI, 

Thy paJn shall cease ; 
Beep in His saered Heart 

Dwells joy and peace. 

Yea, in that Heart divine 

The Angels bright 
Find, through eternal years. 

Still new delight, 
from thence his constant^ 

Tho luarljT drew. 
And there the virgin band 

Their refuge knew. 
There, racked by pain without^ 

And dread within, 
How many souls have found 

Heaven's bliss begin. 
Then leave thy vain attempts 

To seek for peace; 



db, Google 



THE NAMES OF OUR LADT. 

The world can never give 

One soul release : 
But in thj Saviour's Heart 

Securely dwell, 
TSo pain can barm thee, hid 

In that sweet cell. 
Then fly, coward soul. 

What words can speak tlie joy 

For theo in store 1 
What smiles of earth can tell 

Of peace like thine 1 



THE KAMES OF OUE LADY. 
^IHBOUGH the wide world thy children 



Around thy starry crowQ are wreathed 

So many names divine : 
Which is the dearest to my heart, 

And the most worthy thine? 

Star of ike Sm ; we kneel and pray 
When tempests raise their voice; 

Star of tlie Sea 1 the haven reached. 
We call thee and r^ice. 
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TEE NAMES OF OUR LADY. 34, 

H^ of the Christian : in our oeed 

Thy mighty aid we claim ; 
If we arc faint and weary, then 

We trust in liiat liear namo. 

Oar Lady of the Bosarg; 

What name can be SO sweet 
As what we call thee when we place 

One duplets at thy feet. 

Bright Queen of Heaven .- when we are sad. 

Best solace of our pains ; -~ 
It tolls us, though on earth we toll. 

Our Mother lives and reigns. 

Oar Ladi/ of Mount C/irmd .- thus 
Someiimca tliy name is known; 

It tells ua of the badge we wear. 
To live or die thine own. 

Our Lady dear of Vklmiea t 

We see our fiiilh oppressed. 
And, praying for our erring land, 

We lovo that name the best. 

Eefage of Siiaiers : many a soul, 

By guilt last dowo, and sin, 
Has icaraed through this dear name of ihine 

Pardon and peace 10 win. 

Heahh of the Sick ; when anxious hearts 

Watch by the sufRrer's bed. 
On this sweet name of thine they lean. 

Consoled and comforted. 
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Mother of Sorrows : many a, heart 

Half-broken hy despair 
Has laid its burden by the oroaa. 

And fooDd a mother there. 

Quern qfall Sainis .- the Church appeab 

For her loved dead to thee; 
She knows they wait in patient pain 

A bnght eternity. 

Fair Queen of Virgins : tliy pure band. 

The lilies round thy throne, 
Love the dear tide which lliey bear 

Most that it is thine own. 

Trve Queea of Marb/rs i if wo shrink 
From want, or pain, or woe, 

We think of tho sharp sword that pierced 
Thy heart, and call thee so. 

Marg: the dearest name of all. 

The holiest and the best; 
The first low word tlial Jesus lisped 

Laid on His mother'a breast. 

Mary, the name that Gabriel spoke. 
The name that conquers hell ; 

Mary, tho name that throi^h high heaTen 
The angels love so well. 

Mary, — onr comfort and our hope, — 

O may that word be given 
To be the last wo sigh on earth, — 

The firat we breathe in heaven. 
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A CHAPLET OF FLOWERS. 



^^«|EAE, Eel the caBemcut open, 
^^^ The evening breezes blow 
'^p4^ Sweet perfomcs from tbu floweis 
iWL&l 1 cannot see below. 

I can but catch tlio waving 
Of chestnut boughs that pasa, 

ThfflT shadow muEt have covered 
The sun-dial on the graea. 

So go and bring the Sowers 



You know I nsed to love theio, 
But ah 1 thej come too late, — 

For Bee, my hands arc trembling 
Beneath thdr dewy weight. 

So I will waich yoa weaving 
A chaplet for me, dear, 

Of all my favorite flowers, 
Ab I could do taBt year. 

First, talie those crimson roses,— 
How red tlieir petals glow! 

Red as the blood of Josns, 
Which heals oar sin and woe. 
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A CBAPLET OF FLOWESa. 

See in eauh heart of ciimsoti 

A deeper crimson shine : 
So in the foldings of our hearts 

Should glow a, love divine. 

Next place those tender violets. 
Look .how thejr still regret 

The eell where Ihey were hidden, — 
The tears are on them jet. 

How manj souls — His loved ones — 

Dwell lonely and apart. 
Hiding from ajl bnt One »bOTO 

The jragi'ance of their heart- 
Then lake that vji^n lily, 

How holily she stands I 
You know tiio gentle angels 

Bear lilies in iheir hands. 

Tot crowned with purer radiance 
A deeper love they daim. 

Because their queen-IJke whitcnees 
is linked with Mary's came. 

And now this ^ray of ivy ; 

You know its gradual elasp 
Uproots strong trees, and towera 

Fall ermubling in its grasp. 

So God's dear grace aroand as 
With secret paiienoe clings. 

And slow, sure power, that loosens 
Strong holds on hnmaa things. 
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A CHAPLET OF FLOWERS. 
Then heliotrope, tliat tumeth 

Towards her lord the sun, — 
Would that our thooglus as fondly 

Sought our belovfed One. 

Nay, if that branch be fading. 
Cast not one blossom by. 

Its little task is ended 
And it does well lo die. 

And let some field flowers even 
Bo wrcatliod among the rest, 

I think the infant Jesus 

Would love such ones the best 

These flowers arc all too brilliant. 
So place calm heart's-casc there, 

God's lost and sacred treasure 
For all who visit and bear. 



Then lemon-leaves, w 

Grows sweeter than before 
When bruised, and crushed, and broken, 

— Hearts need Ihat lesson more. 

Yet stay, — one crowning glory. 

All His, and yot all ours ; 
The dearest, tendereet thought of afl^ 

Is still the Pas^oQ-Sower'a. 

So fako it now, — nay, heed not 

My tears that on it fell ; 
I thank Him for the Sowers, 

As I can do for all. 
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And placo it on the altar, 

Where oft, in daj'a long flown, 

I knelt by His dear Mother, 
And knew she was nij own. 

The bells ring out her praises. 
The evening shades grow dim ; 

Go there and say & prayer for me. 
And sing Our Lady's hymn. 

While I lie here, and ask her help 
In that last, longed-fbr day — 

When the BelovM of my heart 
Will call my soul away. 



KYKIE ELEISON. 

^ff^jN joy, in pain, in sorrow, 
^,^& Tatlier, Thy hand we see ; 
|1K^ But some among Thy children 
^«gS[ Deny this &ith and Thco. 
They will not ask Thy merey, 

But we kneel for them in prayer ; 
Are they not still Thy children ? 

Kty, O God ! and spare. 
Thy peace, Lord, has never 

On their desolate pathway shoB^ 
Darkne^ is all around them : 
Kyrie Eleison t 
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tot them, earth's innotent flowers 

ll^iitlie noC Thy silent pmiee ; 
In heaven they know no Saviour, 

No Falher, ond no Frieud, 
^d life is all they hope for, 

And death they call the end ; 
ITieir eyes, O Lord I are blinded 

To tlie glories of the skd, 
To the shining of the aea-atar ~ 

Kjrie Eleison 1 
By the love Thy saints have abown Theo, 

And the sorrows they have bomt. 
Leave not these erring cceaturas 

To wander thus forlorn. 
By Thy tender name of Savionc, — 

The name they have denied ; 
By Thy bitter death and passion, 

And the Cross which they deride j 
By the anguish Thou iiast suffered. 

And the glory Thou hast won ; 
By Thy love and by Thy pity — 

Christe Eleison ( 
Fray for them, glorious seraphs. 

And ye, bright angel band. 
Who chant His prmes ever. 

And in His presence stand ; 
And thou, gentle Mother, 

Queen of the starry sky ; 
Te S^nts whose toils are over. 

Join your voices lo our cry, — 
In Thy terror or Thy mercy. 

Call them ere life is done, 
Tor His sake who died to save theo^ 

Kjrio Bloiaon ! 
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THE AKNUNCIATION. 
(^j^^iOW pure, and frail, and white, 

aJ ^ H^ Gather a gaxlaad brij^ht 
jS' ^fef||[ !For Maiy's shrine. 

For, born of winter gqowb. 

These fragile flowers 
Are gilfe to our fair Queen 

"Emm. Spring's first hours. 

For on this blessM day 

She knelt at prayer ; 
When, lo I before her ahono 

An Angel fair. 

" Hail, Mary ! " thus he cried. 

With reverent (ear : 
She, with sweet wontleriag ejes. 

Marvelled to hear. 

Be still, ye clouiJs of Heaven 1 

Be silent. Earth I 
And hear an Angel tell 

Of Jesus' birth. 

While she, whom Gabriel baili 

Aa full of grace. 
Listens with humble faith 

In her awect face. 
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THE AlfffUNCTATlON. 
Be still, Pride, War, and Pomp, 

Vain Hopes, vain Fears, 
For now an Aogcl speaks. 

And Marj hears. 

" Hail, Mary ! " lo, it ringe 

Throngh ages on; 
■■ Hail, Maiy I " it shall BOond, 

Till Time is done, 

" Eul, Marj I " infant lips 

Lisp it to-day ; 
" IMl, Mary 1 " with &int smile 

The dying say. 

•' Hail, Mary I " many a heart 

Broken with grief. 
In that angelic prayer 

Has found rclief- 



" Hsi], Maty, Queen of Heavei* I " 

Let as repeat, 
And place our saovirop wreatli 
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AN APPEAL. 



SPARE her, cruel England ! 
Thj Sister licth low ; 
Chained and oppressed she lleth. 
Spare her that cruel blow. 
We ask not for the freedom 

Heaven has vouchsafed to thee, 
Uor bid tbce share with Ireland 

The empire of the sea ; 
Her children ask no shelter, — 

Leave tliom the siormy sfcy ; 
Thej ask not for thy harvests, 

For thej know how to die : 
Deny them, if it please thee, 

A grave beneath the sod : — 
Bnt we do eiy, O England, 

Leave them their luth in God t 

Take, if thon wilt, the enmingB 

Of the poor peasant's toil. 
Take all the scanty produce 

That grows on Irish soil. 
To pay the alien preachers 

Whom Ireland will not hear. 
To pny the scoffers at a Creed 

Wbich Irish hearts hold dear : 
But leave them, emel England, 

The gift their God has ^ven. 
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Ton come and offtr Lcamicg,- 

A mighty gift, 't is true ; 
Perchance the greatest blessing 

That now is known to jott. 
But not to see tlie wonders 

Sages of oM beheld 
Can thej peril a priceless treasure. 

The Faith their Fathers held; 
for in learaiag and in science 

They may forget lo pray, — 
God will not ask for knowledge 

On the great judgment day. 

When, in their wretched cabins. 

Racked by the fever pain, 
And the weak cries of iheir children 

Who ask for food in vain ; 
When starving, naked, helpless. 

From the shod that keeps them warm 
Man has driven them forth to perish. 

In a less cruel storm ; — 
Then, then, we plead for mercy. 

Then, Sister, hear our cry ( 
Tor all we ask, England, 

la — leave them there to die 1 
Cursed is the food and raiment 

For which a soul is sold; 
Tempt not another Judss 

To barter God for gold. 
You offer food and shelter 

If thoy their faith deny : — 
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Wliat do you gain, England, 

By such 6 shallow lie ! 

Wo will not judge the tempted, — 

May God blot out their shame, — 
He sees the mifiery round them, 

He knows man's feeble frame ; 
His pity still may save them. 

In His strength ihey must trust 
Who calls us all His children. 

Yet knows we are hut dusC. 

Then leave them the kind tending 

Which helped their childish years j 
Leave them the gratioua comfort 

Which dries the mourner's tears ; 
Leave them to that great mother 

In whose bosom they were born ; 
Leave them the holy mysteries 

That comfort the forlorn : 
And, amid all their trials. 

Let the Great Gift abide. 
Which you, prosperous England, 

Have dai«d to cast aside. 
Leave them the pitying Angels, 

And Mary's gentle aid. 
For which earth's dearest treasures 

Were not too dearly paid. 
Take back your brihes, then, England, 

Tour gold is black and dim, 
And if God sends plague and famine. 

They can die and go to Hin^ 
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THE JUBILEE OF iS;o. 



SlLESS God, ye happy Lands, 
For jonr more fevotcd lot ; 
3ur Englftiid dwells apart. 
Yet forget her nol. 
While, with united joy. 

This day yon all adore, 
Bemcmber what she was, 

Thoiy;h her voice is heard no rnora. 
Pray for onr dcaolatc land. 
Left in hei pride and power : — 
She was the Isle of Saints, 
She was Our Lady's Dower. 

Look on hor mined Aliari; 

Eg dtvclleth there no more : 
Think what her empty churches 

Have been in times of yore ; 
She knows the luunes no longer 

Of her own sainted dead. 
Denies the faith Ihoy held, 

And the caose for which they bled. 
Then pray for onr desolate land. 
Loft in lier pride and power ; — 
Sue was the Isle of Saints, 
She was Our Lady's Dower! 
33 



db, Google 



THE JVIilLKE OF 1850. 

Pray that her vast Cathedrals, 

Deserted, empty, tare, 
Maj once more eeho accents 

Of Love, and Faith, and Prayer j 
That the holy sign may bless us. 
On wood, and field, and plain. 
And Jesns, Mary, Joseph, 
May dwell with os again. 

Pray, ye more faithful nations. 
In tiiis most happy hour : — 
She was fhe Isle of Saints, 
She was Our Lady's Dower. 

Beg of onr Lord to give her 

The gifl she cast aside. 
And in IDs mercy pardon 

Her iUtMessnesa and pride ; 

Pray to her Saints, who worship 

Before God's mercy Throne ; 

IiOok whoro onr Queen is dwelling. 

Ask her to cl^m her own. 

To gire her the proud titlej 
Lost in an evil hour : — 
She was the Isle of Saints, 
She was Our Lady's Dowmi 
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CHEISTMAS FLOWEKa 

pHE Earth is eo bleak and deserted, 

I So LOld the winds hlow, 

f That no bud or no blossom will ventnn 



0, in May how we honored Onr Lady, 

Her own month of flowers 1 
How happy we were with our garlands 

Throdgh all the spring hours I 
All her shrines, in the chnrth or the way-side. 

Were made into bowers . 

And in August — her glorious Assumption ; 

What feast was so bright ! 
What cluslerB of virginal lilies. 

So pure and so white 1 
Why, the incense could scarce overpower 

Tbdr perfume that night. 

And through her dear feasts of October 

The roses bloomed still ; 
Oar baskets were laden with flowers. 
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The early sjiriug flowers, lo greet it, 

Just opeuiag ai% found ; 
And pure, while, and spotluss, tlic snowdrop 

Will pierce tlie dark grouaJ. 

And now, in this dreary December, 

Our glad hearts are fain 
To see if Earth comes not to help ns ; 

We seek all in vain : 
Not the tiniest blossom is coming 

Till Spring breather again. 

And the bright feast of Chriahnaa is dawning. 

And Maiy is blest ; 
For now she will g^ve us her Jesus, 

Our deareal, onr best. 
And see where she stands, the Maid-Motlicr. 

Her Babe on her breast 1 

And not one poor garland to give her, 

And yet now, behold. 
How the Kings bring their gifts — myrrh, and incenst^ 

And bars of pure gold ; 
And the Shepherds have brought for the Baby 

Some lambs from their folds. 

He stretches His tjny hands towards as. 

He brings us all grace ; 
And look at His Mother who holds Hitn,-^ 



C give ; and so donbt nc 
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And llie heart has its flowers of devotion 

No Winter cao chill ; 
They who tared for "good will "that first ChriatlUM 

Will care for it still. 



A rosebud shaJl fait, 
d at each Gloria Patri a lilj. 
The crown of thiira aU ! 



A DESIRE. 

^^^Kl TO have dwelt in Bethlehem 
®^^^ When theslar of the Lord shone hright I 
^M^M To have sheltered the holy wanderers 
i^^^ai , On that hlesstd Christmas night ; 
To have kissed the tender wayworn feet 

Of the Mother niidefiled, 
And, with reverent wonder and deep delight 
To have tended the Holy Child I 

Hush ! snch a glory was not for thee ; 

But that care may still bo thine ; 
For are there not little ones siiU to aid 

For the sake of the Child divine ? 
Are there no wandering Pi^rims now, 

To thy heart and thy home to take ? 
And are there no mothers whose weary heart! 

You can comfort for Mary's sake 1 
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JSS ^ DESIBB. 

to have knelt at Jesos' feet, 

And to have learnt His hea.venlj lore 1 
To have listened the gentle lessons He taught 

On moontain, and sea, and shore ! 
White the rich and the mighty knew Him no^ 

To have meekly done His will; — 
Hush I for the worldly reject Him yti. 

You can serve and love Him still. 
Time cannot eilonoe His mighty words. 

And thongh ^es have fled away. 
His gentle accents of love divine 

Speak to your sonl to-day, 

O to have eolaced that weeping one 

Whom the righteous dared despise I 
To have tenderly bound ap her scattered hair. 

And have dried her tearful eyes ! 
Hush ! there are broken hearts to soothe. 

And penitent tears to dry. 
While Magdalen prays for you and lliem, 

IFtom her home in the starry sky. 

O to have followed the mournful way 

Of those faithful few ibrlom I 
And grace, beyond even an angel's hope. 

The Cross (or our Lord have borne 1 
To have sliared in His tender mother's gric.f. 

To have wept at Mary's side. 
To have lived aa a child in her home, and (hen 

In her loving cat« have died I 

Hush I and with reverent sorrow still, 

Mary's great anguish share ; 
And learn, for the sake of her Son divine. 

Thy cross, like His, to bear. 
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OUR UAILt BREAD. 
The sorrows that weigh on thj soul unila 

With Ihose wliicli tliy Lord lias borne. 
And Mary will comfort thy d/iag hour, 

Hor leave Ihy soul fbrlorn. 

to have eeen what we now ajiore, 

And, though yeilcil to faithless Eight, 
To have known, in the ibrra that Jgsub wi 

The Lord of Life and Light ! 
Hush ! for Ho dwells among ua still. 

And a grace can jet be thine. 
Which the seofferaad doubter can never km 

The Presence of Iho Diyino. 
Jesus ia with Hia children yet. 

For His word can never deceive ; 
Go where Hia lowly Altars rise. 

And worship, and believe. 



OUR DAILY BREAD. 

gaSIIVE US our daily Bread, 
WS[ God. the bread of strength I 
|iS Eor we have learnt to know 
^W| How weak we are at length. 
As children wc are weak, 

Aa children must be fed ; — 
Give us Thy Grace, Lord, 
To bo our daily Bread. 
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THREEFOLD. 

We soaght cartli's poisoned feaeta 
Foe pleaanre and relief ; 

We sought her deadly fruits. 
But novf, O God, instead. 

We ask Thy healing grief 
To be our dailf Breotl. 

Gire us our daily Bread 

To cheer our fainting eou! ; 
The feast of comfort, Lord, 

And peace, lo make us whole: 
Tor we are siek of tears. 

The useless tears we shed ; — 
Bow give us eomfort, Lord, 

To be our daily Bread. 

GItb ns our daily Bread, 

The Bread of Angels, Lord, 
By US, BO many times. 

Broken, betrayed, adored ! 
Hts Body and His Blood ; — 

The feast that Jesus spread : 
Give Him — our life, our all — 

To be our daily Bread I 



THREEFOLD. 

SnOTHFR of grace and mercy, 
m BtliLld how burilena tltfee 
Sbm Wi,ii,h down my weary spirit, 
@l| And drive inc here — to The* 
Lhru. gifts I place forever 
Before thy ehriue ; 
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THREEFOLD. 



The Past : with all its 

Of pain — that Elings me yet ; 
Of sin — tiiat brouglit re[>e[itani:e ; 

Of joy — that brought regret. 
That which has Iwjn : — forever 

So bitter.sweet — 
I lay in humhieet offering 

Before thy feot. 

The Present ; that dark shadow 
Through whieh we toil to-day j 

The Blow drops of the chaliee 
That luoft not pass away. 

Mother 1 I daro not straggle. 



The Future : holding all things 

Which I can hope or fear. 
Brings sin and pain, it may be. 

Nearer and yet more near. 
Mother 1 this doubt and shrinking 

Will not depart, 
Unless I trust my Future 

To thy dear Heart. 

Making the Past my leason, 
Guidhig the PrcEcnt right. 

Ruling tlic misty Future, — 
Bless them and me to-night. 
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CONFIDO ET CONUniESCO. 
What may be, and wiiat muat be. 

And what has been, 

!□ ihy dear care forever 

I leave, my Qneon ! 



COiTFIDO ET CONQUIESCO. 
'^ Scit; jtolest; volt: guideai t[aod timeaviVit'* 

KKssilRET cot, poor soul : while doubt and feai 
M^gJ Disturb thy breast, 
^^O The pitying angiils, who can seo 
Ba*vSI How vain tliy wild regret muat be. 
Say, Trust and Riist. 

Plan not, nor echeme, — bat calmly wait ; 

Hia choice is heat. 
While blind and erring is thy sight, 
Hia wiadom sees and judges right, 

So Trust and Rest. 

Strive not, nor atniggle ; thy poor raighl 

Can never wrest 
The meanest thing lo sen-e thy will ; 
All power is Hia alone : Be still, 

And Trust and Rest. 

Desire not: self-love is strong 

Within thy breast; 
And yet He lovea thee better still. 
So let Him do His loving will. 

And Trust and Best, 
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What doBt thou fear ? His wisdom reigns 

Supreme confessed; 
His poncr is iufinile ; His love 
Thy deepest, fondest dreams aboTB ; — 

So Trust and Best. 



ORA PKO ME. 

I^^JSalVE MARIA 1 bright and pure, 
£|^|u^ Hear, O hear me when I pray 1 
®/^®^^ Paiua and pleaBurea try the pilgrim 
|S^^^S | On his long and wearf way ; 
Fears and perils are around me, — 
Ora pro me. 

Mary, see my heart is burdened, 
Take, O take the weight away. 

Or help me, that I may not murmur 
If it is a cross you lay 

On mj weak and trcmblicg heart, — bnt 
Ora pro me. 

Mary, Mary, Quceo of Heaven ! 

Teaeh, O teaeh me to obey : 
Lead me on, though Heree temptatJonB 

Stand and meet mo in the way ; 
When I fail and ttdnt, my mother, 
Ora pro me. 
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Fear nor feel the threefold, danger 
Standing forth in dread array ; 
How and ever shield and guard me. 

When my eyes arc slowly closing, 
And I fede from eartJi away, 

And when Death, thu stem destrojer. 
Claims my body as his prey, — 

Claim my soul, and then, sweet Mary, 
Ora pro me. 



THE CHURCH IN 1849. 
s^j^ MIGHIY Mother, hearken 1 for thy 

g^^^ Githir around thee, and exulting cry 
^^^^i | That tliine old Btrength is gone and 

thou must die. 
Pointing with fierce rejoicing to thy woes. 
And IB It so ' The raging whirlwind blows 

No stronger now than it has doBe of yore : 

Rebellion stnft and sin have been before ; 
The some companions whom thy Master chose. 
We too rgoice : we know thy might is more 

When to the world thy glory seemeth dim ; 
Kor can Hell's gates prevail to couquer Thee, 

Who hcarest over all the voice of Him 
Who chose tliy first and greatest Prince should be 
A fisher on the Lake of Galilee. 
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FISHERS OF MEN. 

t^M ^M ^'^ kneel on the shore and pray : 
^^fi^^ Tlie Star of the Sea sliines still in the sky, 
| «^fean| And God is our help and stay. 

The fiEhcrs aro weat, and the tide is strong, 
And their boat seems slight and frail ; 

But St. Peter has steered it for them so long. 
It would weather a rougher gale. 

St. John the Beloved sails with them too. 

And his loving words they hear ; 
So with tender trust tho boat's bravo crew 

Neither doubt, or pause, or fear. 

He who sent them fishing is with them stiil. 

And He bids them cast their net ; 
And He has the power their boat to lill. 

So we know He will do it yet. 

They have cast tlicic nets again and again. 

And now call to us on shore ; 
If our feeble prayers seem only in vain, 

Wc will pray and pray tho more. 

Though tho storm is loud, and our voice is drowned 

By the roar of the wind and sea. 
We know that more terrible tempests found 

Tboir Kulcr, O Lord, in Thee 1 
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See, Ihe; do not pause, they are toiling on. 

Yet thej cast a loring glance 
On the star above, and ever anon 
Look up through the blue expanee. 

Mary, listen ! for danger is nigh, 
And we know thou art near ua then ; 

For thy Son'n ilcar Eervants to thee we ciy, 
Sent out as fishers of men, 

O, watch, — as of old thon didst watch the boat 

On the Galilean lake, — 
And grant that the Jishers may keep afloat 

Till the nets, o'ercharged, shall break. 



THE OLD TEAE'S BLBSSIHG. 

A«:ir^i -AM feding from you, 

^BjB^ Called the Angel^uardian 
g<»EsSi Of the coming year. 

If my giils and graces 

Coidly you forget, 
Iiet the New Year's Angel 

Bless and crown them yat. 

For we work t<^ether; 

He and I are one • 
Ijet him end and perfect 

All I leave undone- 
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1 brought Good Bosires, 

Though as yet but soeds; 
Let the New Year mtike tliem 

Blo93om into Deeds. 

I brought Joy to brighten 

Many happy days ; 
Let the New Year's Angel 

Turn it into Praise. 

If I gave jOn Sicknesi, 

If I brought you Cate, 
Let him make one Patience, 

And the other Prayer. 

Where I brought yon Sorroir, 
Through his care, at length, 

It may rise triumphant 
Into future S 



If I brought you Plenty, 

All wealth's bounleons charm^ 
Shall not the New Angel 

Turn them into Alms ? 

I gave Health and Leisure, 
Skill to dream and plan ; 

Let him make them nobler ; — 
Work for God and Mau. 

If 1 broke your Idols, 

Showed you they were dust. 
Let him turn the Knowledge 

Into heavealy Trust. 
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EVENING CHANT. 

If I brought Templation, 

Lcl sin die away 
Icto boundleES Kty 

For all hearts that stray. 

Ifyour list ofErroiB 
Dark and long appears. 

Let this new-born Monarch 
Melt them into Tears. 



EVENING CHANT. 



i^sJjTREW before our Lady's Kctnre 
(^^^ Roses — flushing like the sky 
^aw Where the lingering western clondleM 
^^feal Walch the daylight die. 

Violets steeped in dreamy odors. 

Humble 83 the Mother mild. 
Blue as were her eyes when watching 

O'er her sleeping CSiild. 

Strew white Lilies, pure and spotless. 
Bending on their stalks of green. 

Bending down with lender pity, — 
Like our Holy Queen. 
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fiet the flowers spend their fragrance 
On our Lady's own dear shrine, 

While wo claim her gratioua lielping 
Neat her Son divine. 

Strew hefore our Lady'a picture 

Gentle flowers, fair and eweet ; 
Hope, aod Fear, emd J07, and Sorroir, 

Place, too, at her feet. 

Hark ! the Angclus is ringing, — 
Ringing through the fading Hght, 

In the heart of every Blossom. 
Leave a prayer to-night 

All night long vrill Mary listen. 
While our pleadings fond and deep 

Od their scented hreath are riaiug 
Tot UB — while we sleep. 

Scarcely through the starry silence 

Shall one trembling petid stir, 
While Ihey breathe their own sweet fragrance 

And our prayers — lo Her. 

Peace to every heart (hat Utres her I 

All her children shall be blest : 
While Slie prays and watches for us. 

We will trust and rest 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

^i^H.|IIE moon that now is sliining 
ip^^ In Ekiee eo bluo and bright, 
^^^ Shone ages since on Slicpherds 
^B^^ Who watclied their flocks by nighl 
There was no sonnd upon the earth. 

The azure nir was atill, 
The sheep in quiet clusters lay. 
Upon the grassy hill. 

When !o I a white-winged Angel 

The watchers stood before, 
And told liow Christ was born on eardi, 

For mortals to ndore ; 
He hade the trcmhiing Shepherds 

Listen, nor be afraid, 
And told how in a maugec 

The glorious Ciiild was Idd. 

When snddenly in the Heavens 

Appeared au Angel band, 
(The while ia reverent wonder 

The Syrian Shepherd a stand,) 
And all the bright host chanted 

Words that shall never cease, « 
Glory to God in the highest, 

Ou cBTtU good-will and peace ! 

Thevl 
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And the wondering shepherds left their flocka. 

To feed upon tho hill : 
Towards the blessed city 

Quit^ly their coarse thej beld. 
And in a lowly stable 

Vii^in and Child beheli 

Beside a humble manger 

Was the Maiden Mother mild. 
And in her arras her Son divine, 

A new-born Infant, smiled. 
No shade of futnre sorrow 

From Calvary then was cast j 
Only the glory was revealed, 

The suliering waa not passed. 

The Eastern kings before him knelt. 

And rarest offerings brought; 
The shephorda worshipped and adored 

The wonders God had wrought r 
They saw the crown for Israel's King, 

The future's glorious part : — 
But all these things the Mother kept 

And pondered in her hcarl. 

Now we that Maiden Mother 

The Queen of Heaven call ; 
And tho Child wc call our Jesna, 

Saviour and Judge of all. 
Bat the star that shone in Bethlehem 

Shines still, and shall not cease. 
And we listen still to the tidings. 

Of Glory ajid of Fence. 
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Otm TITLES. 



)t Nobles 7 



nS^MSb Our pedigree eo high 
^^J^ That God for ua and for our race 
ISes-mW' Created Earth and Sky, 
And Light and Air and Tima and Space, 
To serve ua and tiien dlu. 

Are we not Princes 1 we who stand 

As hcira beside the Throne ; 
We who can call the promised Land 

Oar Heritage, our own ; 
And answer to no less command 

Than Grod'e, and Hie alone. 

Are we not Kings 1 both night and daj. 

From earlj until lale, 
About our bed, about our way, 

A gnard of Angels wait ; 
And so we watch and work and pray 

la more than royal state. 

Are we not holj- ! Do not start ; 

It is God's sacred will 
To call us Temples set apart 

His Holy Ghost may fill : 
Our very food .... hush, my Hearti 

AdorelTandbeslilll 
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MINISTERma ANGELS. 
The nature Mary gave to Thee, 

Dear Jesua, ttill is Thine ; 
Adoring in Thy Heart, I see 

SacU blood as beats in mine. 

O God, that we can dare to M, 
And dare to fiay we must t 

God, that we can ever trail 
Sueh banners in the duet. 

Can let such starry honors pale. 
And sueh a Blazon rust 1 

Shall we upon snch Titles bring 
The taint of ein and shame? 

Shall we, the children of the King 
Who hold BO grand a claim, 

Tamiah by any meaner thing 
The glory of our name ! 



MISISTEEING AHGELS 

^j^iNGELS of light, spread your bright wingi 
P® and keep 

^^w| Kor in the starry eve, nor midnight deeo, 
Leave me forlorn. 

From all dark spirits of unholy pcwcr 
Guard my weak heart 

Circle around me in each perilous hoW 
And take my part. 
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From all foreboding thoughts and dangerous ftatti 

Teach me to hope, and through the bitterest tears 
Still to endure. 

If lonely in the road bo fair and ivido 

My feet flhould stray, 
rhen through a rougher, safer pathway guida 

Me day by day. 

Should my heart faint at its nnequal Birifa, 

O still be near ! 
Shadow the perilous sweetness of this life 

With holy fear. 

Thea leave me not alone in this bloak world, 

Wlierc'er I roam, 
And at the end, with your bright wings Qufiirled, 

take me home ! 



THE SHRINES OF MART. 

g^ Bjt jfllERr are many shrines of Our Lddy, 
^^W In iliflurent lands and climes, 
il^af Where I can remember kneehng 
'^^« i In old and beloved times. 

They arise now lite stars before me, 
Through the long, long night of years ; 

Some are bright with a heavenly radiajico, 
Aad others shine out throt^h tears. 
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THE SHRINES Of MART. 

They arise too like mystical flowers, 
All diflereuC, and all the eamc, — 

As they lio in my heart like a garland 
That 19 wreathed round Mary's name. 



Holding my soul with, its grace. 



A shrine in a quuint old Chapel 
Defaeed and broken with years, 

Where the pavement is worn with kueeling. 
And the Btep with kisses and tears. 

She is there in tiio dawn of moniii^. 
When the day is blue and bright. 

In the shadowy evening twilight 
And the silent, starry night. 

Through the dim old painted window 
The Hours look down, and shed 

A different glory upon her, 
Violut, purple, and red. 

And there — in that quaint old Chapel 

As 1 stood one day alone — 
Came a royal message from Mary, 

That claimed my life as her own. 
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I remember a vast Cathedral 

Wliitli lioliis the struggle and etrife 

Of a grand and powerful tity, 

As the heart holds the throb of a life. 

Where iho cbh and the flow of paesion. 

And sin in its rushing tide, 
Have ilaRhed on that worn stone chapel. 

Dashed, and broken, and died. 

And above the Toices of sorrow 
And tlie tempter's elamorous din. 

The voice of Mary has spoken 

And eonqnered the pain acd the sin: 



topraji 

6he watched and guided them living. 
And does not forget tiiem to-day . 

And onee, in that strange, vast City 
I stood in its great stooo square. 

Alone ia the crowd and the turmoil 
Of the pitilesa Southern glare; 

And a grief was upon my spirit. 
Which I could not cast away. 

It iveighed on my heart all the night-timo, 
Ami it fretted my life all day. 
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THE SHRiyES OF MARY. 



I remember a lonel; chapel 
Wilh a, tender clnim upon me ; 

It viaa bailt for the sailors only. 

And they call it the Star of the Sea. 

And the murnioriag; chant of the Vespcra 
Seema caught up by the wailing breeze. 

And the throb of the organ is echoed 
By the rush of the silver seas. 

And tho votive hearts and (he anchoia 
Tell of danger and peril past ; 

Of the hope deferred and the waiting. 
And the comfort that fame at last 

I too had a perilous venture, 

On a stormy and treachetons main. 

And I too was pleading to Mary 
From the depths of a heart in pain. 

It was not a life in peril,— 

O God, it was far, fiir more ! 
And the whirlpool of Hell's temptatjons 

Lay between the wreck and the shore. 

Thick mists hid the light of the beacon, 
And the voices of warning were dumb; 

So I kp^lt by the Allar of Mary, 
And told her Iler hour was come. 
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For she waits till Earth's aid foisakca ns. 
Till we know onr own uffbrta are vaio; 

And we wait, in our &ithless blindness, 
Till DO chance but her prayers rumaio. 

And now in that sea-side chapel 
By that humble village shrine 

EJangs a heart of silver, that tells her 
Of the love and the gladness of mina. 



There is onefer shrine I remember 

In the years that are fled away. 
Where the grand oid mountains are gtwrding 

The glories of night and day. 

Where the earth in her rieh, glad beauty 
Seems made for our Lady's throne. 

And the stars in their radiant clusters 
Seem fit for ber crown alone. 

Where the balmy breezes of snmmer 

On their odorous pinions bear 
The fragrante of orange blossoms, 

And the chimes of the Convent prayer. 

There I used to ask for Her blessing 
As each summer twilight was gray; 

There I used to kneel at her Altar 
At each blue, calm dawn of day. 
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TSE SHRIIfES OF MART. 



If I love the name of that Altaj-, 

And the thought of those dajs gone by. 

It is ouly the Heart of Marj 

And my own that rememher why. 



Whew king ages of toil and of Borrow, 

And Poverty's weary doom, 
HaTB clustered together so closely 

That tile seems shadowed with gloom. 

Where crime that lurks in the darkness 
And vice that glares at the day 

Make the spirit of hope grow weary. 
And the spirit of love decay, 

Where ^e feet of the wretched and sinfnl 
Have closest and oftencst trod. 

Is a hoose, as humble as ajiy. 
Yet we caJl it the House of God. 

It is one of onr Lady's Chapels ; 

And though poorer than all the test. 
Just because of the sio and the sorrow, 

I tiiink she loves it the best- 
There are no rich gifts on the Altar, 

The shrine is humble and bare, 
Tet the poor and the sick and the tempted 

Think their hpme and then" heaven is there. 
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And before that hnmitle Altar 

Where Our Lady of Sorrow stands, 

I knelt with a wearj- longing, 
And I laid a vow in her hands. 

And I know, when I enter softly 
And pause at that shrine to praj, 

That the fret and the strifci and the burden 
Will be softened and laid away. 

And the Prayer and the Vow that sealed it 
Have bound my soul to that ehrinc, 

Tor the Mother of Sorrows remembers 
Her promise, and waits for mine. 



It is one long chaplet of m 
Tender and true and sweet. 

That gleam in the Past and the Distaa 
Like lamps that burn at her feet. 

Like stars that will shine forever'. 
Tor time cannot touch or stir 

The graeoa that Mary has given, 
Or the trust that we give to her. 

Past griefs are perished and over. 
Fast Jojs have vanished and died, 

Past loves are fled and forgotten. 
Past hopes have been laid aside. 
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So whereTer I look in the distance. 
And whenever I vara M the Past, 

There is always a shrine of Mary 
Eiiub blighter sliU iJian tho la^t. 

I will ask for one gra<«, Mother I 
And wiil leave the rest to thj will : 

Prom one shrine of thine to another, 
Let mj Life be a Pilgrimage stiU I 

At each one, Mother of Merey 1 
Let still more of thy love be given, 

Till I kneel at the laat and. brij^hteat, — 
The Throne of the Queen of Heaven. 



THE HOMELESS POOR. 



SALM the eity lay in midnight silence, 
S Deep on streets and roofs tlie enoif 



In his lijnds he bore two crowns of lilies, 
Sweet with swaitnesa not of earthly flowers. 

But a coronal of prayers for Heaven 

He had gather^i through the evening hoiu^ ; — 



db, Google 



3Bi TBE HOMELESS POOR 

He 'naa gathered in that mighty city 

Through whose streets and pathways ho had ,tij, 
Till he wove into a winter garland 

Prayers that ^thful hearts had sent lo God. 

Through the aanre midnight he was rising; 

As I watched, I saw his upward fiigljt 
Checked by a raighry Angel, whose stem challenjn 

like a silver blast, rang through the night. 



" I have como from wandering throngh Ihe dtj, 
I have been to seek a garland meet 

To be placed before His throne in Heaven, 
To bo laid at His dear Mother'a feet. 

" I have been to one of England's Havens, — 
To a HoHB for peace and honor planned. 

Where the kindly lights of joy and duty 
Meet and make the glory of the land. 

" There I heard the ring of childi-cn's langhter 
Hnshed to eager silence ; I could sec 

How the father stroked their golden tresses 
As tliey cltistered closer round his knee. 

" And I heard him tell, with loving honor. 
How (he wanderers to Bethlehem came. 

And I saw eaoh head in reverence bowing 
When he named the Holy Child's dear name 
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" Then he told how houseless, homeless, friendless 
They had wandered wearily and long, — 

Of the manger where our Lord was cradled. 
Of the Shepherds hsteniug to our song. 

" As he spoke, 1 heard his a^eents falter. 
And I saw eaeh childish lieart was stirred 

With ft loving throb of tender pity 

At the sorrowful, sweet tale they heard. 

" As the children sang their Christmas carol 
I could see the mother's ej-os grow dim. 

And she held her bftby closer, — feeling 
Most for Mary through her love for him. 

" So I gathered from that home, as flowers. 
All the tender, loving words I heard 

Given this night to Jesta and 10 Mary, — 
Look at them, and say if I have erred." 



" In thftt very street, at that sftme hour. 

In the bitter air and drifting slool. 
Crouching in a doorway was a mother. 

With her children shuddering at her feet. 

" She was silent ; — who would hear her pleading ( 
Men and beasts were lioosed ; but she must r^y 

Houseless in the great and pitiless city. 
Till the dawning of the winter day. 
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THE ROMELESS POOR. 



" She can only draw her poor rags closer 
Round her wailing baby, — closer liotd 

One, tlio least and eitkliest, — while the others 
Creep together, tired, hungry, cold. 

'■ What are these poor flowers thou hast gathered 1 
Cast snth fragile, worthlcES tokens by : 

Wll He prize mere words of love and lionor 
While Ilis Homeless Poor are left to die 1 

" He haa said — His truths are all eternal — 

Wliat lie said both has been and shall be,— 
iVJKtt t/e hiVB not done to these my poor oneSj 
Lo! ye have not done it tinlo Me." 



Then 1 ea* the Angel with the flowers 
Bow his head and answer, "It is well," 

As he cast a wreath of lilies earthward, 
Aud I saw them wither as they fe!L 



" I have been where, kneeling at the Allar, 
Hualied in reverent awe, a ftiithfnl throng 

Have this nijjbt adored the Holy Presence, 
Worshipping with incunae, prayer, and aong. 
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" Every head was bowed in loving honor. 

Every heart with loving awe was thrilled; 
Earth and things of earth seemed all forgotten ; 

He was there — and meaner thoughts were etillel 

" There on many souls in strait and peril 

Did that graeious Benediction Ml, 
With the strength or peace or joy or warning 

He could give, who loved and knew them alL 

" There was silence, bat all hearts wore speakingi 
When the deepest hush of silence fell, 

On the fragrant air and breathless longing 
Came the echo of one silver bell. 

" On each spirit sueh a flood of sweetnesB 
Broke — aa we who dwell in Heaven feel. 

Then the Adoremns in eteniiim, 

Jubilant and strong, rolled peal on peal, 

" They had ^ven holy adoration. 

Tender words of 'ore and praise ; all bright 
With the dew of eontrilc tears ■— such blossom* 

I am bearing to His throne to-night." 



« Pause again : these flowers arc fair and lovely. 
Radiant in their perfume and their bloom ; 

But not far from where you plncked this garland 
Is a squalid place in ghastly gloom. 
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" There the wearj come, who throngh the daylighl 
Pace the town, and crave for work in vain ; 

There they crouch in cold and rain and hunger. 
Waiting for another day of pain. 

" In slow darlcness creeps the dismal river ; 

From its depths looks up a sinful rest ; 
Many a weary, baffled, hopeless wanderer 

'Bsa it dca.wn into its treadierous breast. 

" There is ntar amAher Rivs- flowing, 

Black mth guilt, and deep as hell and sin ; 

On its brink even sinners stand and shudder, — " 
Cold and hunger goad the homeless in. 

■• Yet these poor ones to His heart are dearer 

For their grief and peril ; dear indeed 
Would have boou the lovo that sought and fej 

Gave tbem warmth and shelter in their need. 

"For IBs sake those tears and prayers are oflbred 
Which you Itqar as flowers to His throne; 

Better still would l>e tlie food and shelter. 
Given for Him and ^veo to His own. 

•' Praise with loving deeds is dear and holy, 
Words of praise will never serve instead : 

Iio ! you oflfer music, hymn, and incense — 
When He has not tiAire to hy His head." 
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Thea once more the Angel with tlie Flowers 

Bowed his head, and anawored, " It is well," 
Ab he cast a wreath of lilies earthwards. 

And I saw tliom wither as they fell. 

So tlie Viaion faded, and the Angels 

Melted far into ttie starry sky ; 
By tho light upon the eastern HeaTOn 

I could see anotlicr day was nigh. 

"Was it quite a dream ? O God ! we love IKm ; 

All our iove, though weak, is given 10 Him ; ■ 
Why is it our hearta haro been bo hardened ? 

Why is it our eyes have Decn so (li"i ? 

Still aa for Himself Ihe Infant Jesus 
In His little ones asks food and rest, — 

Still as ftir His Mother He is pleading 
Just as when Ho lay upon her breast. 

Jesus, then, and Mary still are with ua, — 
Night will find tho Child and Mother near. 

Waiting for tlie shelter we deny them, 

While we tell thent that we hold them dear. 

Help na. Lord ! not these Thy poor ones only. 
They are with us always, and shall be : — 

Help the blindnefs of our hearts, and teach us 
la Thy homeless ones to succor Thee. 
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MILLT'S EXPIATION 



^^niHERE are limes when all theee tei(Ot« 
ffl l^a' Seem to fade, and fade anay, 
K^Sf 1 Uko a. nightmare's gliusllj' preecjica 
'g^jgl In tiie truthful dawn of day. 
Tliere jre times, too, when before me 

Thej arise, and eeem to hold 
In their gi'Oip my very being 

With the deadly strength of ohi. 
Till my apiiit quails within me. 
And my very heart grows cold. 



For I watched when Cold and Hunger, 

Like wild beaats that sought for proj^ 
With a savage glare crept onward 

Until men were turned at bay. 
You have never seen those hunters. 

Who have never known that fear. 
When life costs a trust, and costing 

Even that is still too dear ; 
But, you know, I lived in Ireland 

In the fatal famine year. 
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MILLTa EXPIATION. 
Time's great giU can heiil the fevers 

Cailcii Kcmcmbrancc aoA Regret. 
Man despises Eueb forgetting ; 

Bnt I think the Angels know. 
Since each hour brings new burdens. 

We mast let the old ones go, — 
Very H-cak, or very nohlo 

Are the few who cling fo woe. 



As a child, I lired in Conna.nght, 

Aad from dawn till set of sun 
Played with all the peasant^hildren. 

So I knew them eveiy one. 
There was not a cabin near us, 

Bnt I had my welcome there ; 
Though of money-help in those dajB 

We had none ourselves to spare, 
Tet the neighbors had no trouble 

That I did not know and share. 



O that great estate ! the Landlord 

Was abroad, a good man too ; 
And the agent was not cruel. 

But he had hard things lo do. 
As a child I saw great sufiering 

Which I could not understand. 
So I went back as a man there 

With redress and helping planned J 
But I found, on reaching Connaughl^ 

There was fiuniae in. the land. 
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Well, I worked, I toiled, I labored; 

So, thauk God, did majij' more ; 
But I hud a Gpecial pilj 

For the place I know before. 
It WHH changed ; the old were vanished ; 

Those who had been workers there 
Were grown old "ow ; and ihe cliildren, 

Witti their eunny eyes and hair. 
Were a cogged urmy, fighting 

Hand to liaud with black despiur. 



Thpre were some I sought ont, tonging 

For the old iamiliac face. 
For tho hearty Irish welcome 

To the well-known comer place ; 
So I saw them, and I ibund it. 

But of all whom I had known, 
I cared most to see tho Connors : 

Their poor cabin stood alone 
In the deep heart of the valley. 

By Ihe old gray fairy stone. 



They were decent people, holding, 

Thongh no richer than tho rest. 
Still a place beyond iheir neighbors, 

With a tacit, nnconfessed 
Pride — it may have been — that held them 

From complwnt whtn things went ill : 
I might guess when work was slacker. 

But no shadow seemed to chill 
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MILLT& HXPIATION. 



Yet their home was changed ; the falher 

And the mother were no more ; 
Aad Ihe brothet^, Phil and Fatridi, 

Kept etorvatioa from the door. 
There were many little faces 

Gathered round the old heardislone ; 
But the children I had played mth 

Were the men and womeu grown ; 
Fhil and Patrick, Kale and Milly, 

Were the ones whom I had known. 



Eato was grown, but little altered. 

Just tlie sunburnt, rosy face. 
With its mercy smile, whose shining 

Seemed Ic ligtit the darkest place. 
But all, young and old, held Millj 

As their dearest and their beat. 
From the baby orphan-bisters 

Whom she hnshed upon her breast, — 
She it was who bore the burdens, 

Xove and sorrow, for the rest. 



Tes, I knew the tal! alight figm^, 
And the face so pale and fair, 

Crowned with long, long plaited tr 
Of her shining yellow hair ; 
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She was very cftlm and lender. 

Warm and brave, jet just aad ivia^ 

Meeling grief with tender pity. 
Sin with eoirowfiil Burpriae : 

I have landeil Angels wntch us 
With Bucli Bad and loving eye& 



Well, I questioned past and flitnre, 

Heard of plans and hopes and fcan ; 
How all prospects grew still darker 

With the shade of coming years. 
Milly still deferred her marriage ; 

Bat the brothers urged of late 
She would leave them and old Iralanj, 

And at liast secure her fate ; 
Michael pleaded too, — but vainly ; 



Though all liked her tonsin Miebael,— 

He wae steady, a good son, — 
Tet we wondered at ihe treasure 

Which his careless heart had won. 
Ah, he was tnjt worth her [ Miliy 

Must have guessed our thought in pai^ 
Por Bhe feigned such special defereneo 

Pur his judgment and his. heart : 
The defiance and tho auswer 

Of instinctive woman's art. 



But my duties would ni 
Srtj- in one place ; ] 
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MILLTB EXPIATION. 

Where the want and need were greates 

So I tTHrclled. to and fro. 
Anii I could not give the bounty 

Which was meant for all l« share. 
Save in scanty portions, counting 

What each hamlet had to bear ; 
So mj old home and old comradea 

Had xa stni^le with deap^. 



I could note ax erorj visit 

How at! suffered more and more; 
How the rich were growing poorer. 

The poor, poorer than before. 
And each tjme that I returned there, 

I could see the famine spread ; 
Till I heard of each fresh horror, 

Kach new tale of fear and dread. 
With more pity for the living. 

More rejoiciog for the dead. 



Tet through all the bitter trials 

Of that lotig and fearful time, 
Still tlie suftbring came unlended 

By its hideous sister, Crime. 
Earthly things seemed grown less potea^ 

!Fellow.8ufterers grown more dear, 
Murmors even hushed in silence. 

Just aa if, in. listening fear. 
While God spoke so loud in sorrow, 

They all folt Ho most be near. 
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MILLTS EXPIATION. 



Bat one day — I well remember 

How the warm soft autumn breeze. 
And tlic gladness of the sunshine. 

And the calmness of the seas, 
Seemed in strange unnatural contrast 

To the tale of woe and dread 
Which I heard with painful wonder, - 

That the agent •— I hate said 
That he was not hareii or crael — 

Had been shot at, and was dead. 



For I felt in that small hamlet 

More or less I knew them all, 
And on some I cared for, surely. 

Must this bitter vengeance fall ; 
But I little dreamed how bitter. 

And Ihe grief how great and wide. 
Till I heard that Michael Connor 

Was accused, and would be tried 
For this base and bloody murder ; 

Then I cried out that they hed 1 



He, who might be weak and reckles^ 

Yet was gentle and humane ; 
He who scarcely had the courage 

To inflict a needful pain, — 
Why, it could not be 1 And Milly, 

With her honest, noble pride. 
And her &ith and lovo. God help bee 1 

It were better she had died. 
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There was wunt and death and hanger 

Near rae then; but this great crime 
Seemed to hanut me with its terror. 

And grow worse and worse with time^ 
Till I could not bear it longer. 

And I turned my steps once mora 
To the hamlet ; did not Blacken 

Till I reached the cabin-door ; 
Then I paused ; I norer dreaded 

The iiind welcome there befoie. 



60 I entered. Kate was sitting 

Bj the empty hearth ; around 
Were the children, ragged, hungry. 

Crouching silent on the ground- 
But a wail of grief and sorrow 

Itose, and Katie hid her face. 
Sobbing out she had no welcome. 

For a cui^e was on the place, 
And tlieir honest name was covered 

With another's black d 



And the trial was that day. 
But all knew, so Katie told me, 
Hope or comfort there waa uoni 
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396 MILLTS EXPIATIOn: 

They were sure lo find him gmlty. 

And before to-morrow's sun 
He must die. I dared not loiter, 
For Che trial had begun. 



let I asked how Milly bore It ; 

And Kale told mo some strange glean 
Of wiid hope seemed living in her. 

But all knew it wa^ a dream. 
Then I monnlcd ; rodo on faster, 

Faster still ; the way was long ; 
Hope and ai^r, fear and pity, 

Eaeh by turns were loud and strong. 
And above all, infinite pity 

For ihe sorrow and the wrong. 



So I rode and rode, and entered 

On the crowded ma^lie^place. 
There was wonder, too, and pity 

Upon many a hungry face ; 
But I pushed on quidtcr, qnicker. 

Every moment held a fate. 
Aj the great town-clock struck mid-day, 

I alighted at the gate ; 
Ko, the trial was not over ; 

I was not, thank God, too la». 



For I hoped — the chance waa mea 
That my true and earnest word 

Might avail him, if the question 
Of his former lifij was efirred ; 
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MILLTS EXPIATION. 
So the crowd believed : they patted, 

Let nie talte a foremost place, 
Till I eaw & shaking figure 

And a terror-stricken face • 
Was it guilt, or only terror? 

Fear of death, or of disgrace 1 



But a sodden breathless silence 

Hushed the lowest whisper there. 
And I saw a slight young figure 

Crowned with yellow plaited hair, 
Kse, and answer as they called her ; 

Rise before them all, and stand 
With no quiver in her accent. 

And no trembling in her hand, 
Jost a flush upon her forehead 

Like a burning crimson brand. 

Slowly, steadily, and calmly, 

ThcQ the awful words were said. 
Calling God in Heaven to witnest 

To the truth of what she said. 
As the oatii in solemn order 

On the reverent silence broke. 
Some strange terror and misgiving 

With a sudden start awoke ; 
What fear was it seized upon me 

Ai I heard the words she spoke } 
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j,g MILLTS EXPIATION. 

Did she see some deadly purpose 

Buried, hidden out of sight ! 
Did eho see a blightiog Bhadoir 

!From the cloudy future cast ? 
Or reluctant Wing from her 

Eight and honor, — fading fast 
All her youth's remembered lesson»i 

All the honest, noble past ? 



But her accents never faltered. 

As she swore the day and time. 
At the hoar of the murder, 

At the moment of the crime. 
She had spoken with the prisoner .... 

Then a gasping joyfnl sigh 
Bau through all the coiut ; they knew it 

Now the prisoner would not die ... . 
And I knew that God in Heaven 

Had been witness to a lie I 



Then I turned and looked at AKcbael; 

Saw a rnsh of wonder stir 
Through his soul ; perplexed, bewildered. 

He looked strangely up at her. 
Would he speaks could ho have courage 1 

Wlieie she fell, could he be strong? 
Where she sinned, and sinned to save him. 

Could he thrust away the wrong J 
That one moment's strange revulsion 

Seemed to me an boor long. 
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MILLTS EXPIATION. 



And I saw the sodden shrinking 

la her brothers ; wondering scorn 
In the glance they cast upon her 

Sliowed tliey knew she was fbrswom. 
They were stern, by want made sterner ; 

But the spot where Millj came 
In their hearts was soft and tender 

For her dear and honored name : 
Now the very love was hardened. 

And the honor turned to shame- 



So I left the phice, nor lingered 

To see Michael, or to feign 
Joy where joy was mixed so sirangely 

Both with pity and with pain. 
Many weeks I toiled and labored 

Far from there, bnt night and day 
One sad tnomory dwelt beside me, 

On my heart one shadow lay ; — 
Light was faded, glory tarnished. 

And a soul wa^ cast away. 



It was evening ; and the sunset 
Glowed and glittered on the seas. 

When a great ship heaved its anchor. 
Loosed its sails to meet t)ie breeze. 

Sailing, sailing to the westward. 
Eyes were wet and hearts were sore ; 
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3 MILLTS EXPIATION. 

Many a heart tliat Ii^ft ita countiy, 

Many a heart upou tlie sliore, 

Knew that parting was forever. 

Said farewell for evermore. 



In that Ead and eilent eveoii^, 

On (he sunny, qniot beach, 
Lingered little gronps of watchera. 

But with hearts too fuli for speech. 
As I paused, I knew so many, 

That mj heart ached too that night. 
For the yearning love, that, gazing, 

Strajneil to see the last feint sight 
Of the great ehip. Bailing westward, 

Down ths track of evening light 

None weie lone! j though, — one sorrow 

Drew thai evening heart to heart ; 
Only far from all the others 

One loDe woman stood apart. 
There was something in the figure, 

Tall and slender, standing there. 
That I knew — yet no, I doubted — 

That forlorn and helpless air ; 
When a gleam of sunset glory 

Showed her yellow braided hair. 

It was Milly ; ere I sought her. 
One who knew her, standing by. 

Said, " Her people sailed from Ireland, 
And she stayed, but none knew why. 
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They were strong ; in thai fer eomitiy 

Work aach men were sure to find ; 
They had offered to talto MiUy, 

Pressed her ofwn, and been kind; 
They liad taken the yoang children. 

Only she was left behind. 



•' Michael, too, waa with fhem ; donbly 

Had his feme been cleared by time ; 
For the mnrderer, lately dying, 

Had confessed aud owned the crime ; 
And yet SDUy, DOne knew wherefore. 

Broke her plighted troth to him ( 
Parted, too, with all her loved ones 

For some strange and eeltisli wMm." . . 
O, my heart was sore for MiUy, 

And I felt my eyee grow dim. 



fihe is Btill in Irelund ; dwelling 

Near the old place, and alone ; 
Just the same kind, loving spirit. 

But the old light heart is flown. 
When Wie humble toil is over 

For her scanty daily bread, 
Then she tarns tn name the enSeriii 

Or to pray bcaidc the dead : 
Many, many thankfal blcBsiags 

Tall each day upon her head. 
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( A CASTLE IN TEE AIR. 

Tbcce is never fever r^iug 

But jou always find her near ; 
And sho knows — at least I think so — 

That I guees her secret p^n, 
Why her I/>ve and why her Sorrow 

Need be purified from stain. 

Be rcalored to God again. 



A CASTLE IN THE AIE. 

^^Jrgl BUILT myself a castle, 
»®^ifi'l So noble, grand and fair ; 

^S[]^X I built myself a castle, 
^X^l A caatlo — in the air. 

The fencies of my twilights 
That fade in sober trnth. 

The longing of my sorrow. 
And the vision of my yonth j 

The plana of joyful fulnres; 

So dear they used to seem ; 
The prayer that rose unbidden. 

Half prayer — and half a dream ; 

The hopes that died unuttered 
Within this heart of mine ; — 

For all these tender treasures 
My CBStle was the shrine. 
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PES FACEM AD LUCEM. 

I looked at all tho castica 
That rise lo grace the land. 

But I never saw another 
So slatclj or eo grand. 

And now yoa see it shalterofl. 

My castle in the air ; 
It lies, a dwary ruin, 

All desolate and bare. 

I cannot build anotlier, 

I saw that one decay ; 
And strength and heart and courage 

Sled oat the self-same day. 

Yet aiill, beEide that rain. 
With hopes as deep and fond, 

I waited with an infinite longing. 
Only — I look beyond. 



PEE PACEM AD LUCEM. 

^«^^| DO not ask, O Lord, that life may be 

^^^^ A pleasant road ; 

^Sf^^ I do not ask that Thon wonldst ta^ 

Aught of its load ; 

I do not ask that flowers shoald always Bpriog 

Beneath my feet ; 
I know too well the poison and the sting 
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404 A LEGEND. 

For one thing only, Lord, dear Lord, I plead. 

Lead mo aright — 
Though strength should falter, and tliougb hegjl 
should bleed — 

Thcoogh Peace to Light. 

T do not ask, I^ord, that thou shonldst shed 

Full radiance here ; 
Give but a cay of peace, that I may tread 

Without a fear. 

I do not ask my ctobb to understand, 

My way to eee ; 
Better in darkness just to feel Thy hand 

And follow Thee. 

Joy is like restless day ; hut pcaco diviao 

Like quiet night ; 
Lead me, O Lord, — till perfect Day sh^ shine. 

Through Feate to Light. 



^^^^nilTS Monk was preaching : etrong his 

^^'^^ From the abnndancc of Ms heart he 

And the flame spread, — in every soul that heard 
Sorrow and love and good resolve awoke ; — 
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" Thina be tho glory : if my hands have Boim 

The harvest ripened in Thy mercy's rays. 
It was Thy blessing, Lord, that made my vrard, 
Bring light and lore ta every soul tliat heard. 



" O Lord, I thank Thoc that my foeble slrenglh 
Has been eo hiest ; that sinful hearts and cold 

Were melted at ray pleading, — knew at length 
How Bweet Thy service and how safe Thy fold; 

While sonis that loved Thco saw before Ihem rise 

Still hoUer heights of loving sacrifice." 



So prayed the Monk : when suddenly he heard 
An angel speaking thus : " Know, my Son, 

Thy words had all been vain, but hearts wew 
stirred. 
And saints were edified, and sinners won. 

By his, the poor lay Brother's hnmble aid 

Who sat upon the polpil st^ and prayed." 
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BIRTHDAY GIFTS. 



sIHY do Tou look aad, my Mintuo 1 
~ '" me darline, — for to-day 
la tho birthday of Our Lady, 
And Her children should be ga} 

What ? — You say that all the others, 

Alice, Cjril, Effio, Paul, 
All had got a, pft to give Her, 

Only you had none at aJl. 

Well, dear, tliat does eeem a pi^ : 

Tell me how it eamu about 
That the others bring a present. 

And my Minnie comes without. 

Alice has a lovely Bamier, 

All embroidered blue and gold : — 
Then you know that sister Alice 

Is so clever and so old. 

Cyril has hia two camelliaa ; 

One deep red, and one pure white ! 
They will stand at Benediction 

Oa the Altar steps to-night. 

Effie, steady little Effie, 

Stitching many an hour away. 

She has clothed a little orphan 
All in honor of to-day. 
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With the skill the good Nuns taught Ik 

Angela herself has maile 
Two tall sleius of stich real lilies, 

They do all but smell — and fade. 

Then with look of grave importance 

Comes our quiet little Paul, 
With the myrtle from his garden ; — 



Bvan Baby Agnes, kneeling 
With half shy, half Bolcmn idr, 

ileld up one sweet rose to Mary, 
Lisping out her tiny prayer. 

^el', my Minnie, say, how was it ? 

Shall I guoas t I think I know 
All the grie&. Well, I will count them : ■ 

First, your rose-tree would not blow ; 



Then ihe fines have been so many 
All the pennies melt away ; 

Then for work — I know my IDnma 
Cares ao very much for play. 



Tet my Mimiie can't be treated 
Quite as Baby was to-day. 

When Mamma or AUce gave her 
Something just to pvc away. 
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[ BIRTHDAy GIFTS. 

Well, my diirling, there are many 

Who havD neither time nor skill. 
Gold nor silver, yet ihey offer 

Gifts to Mary if they will. 

There are ways — Onr Lady knows Ihem, 
And Her children all should know 

How to find a flower for Mary 
Underneath ihe deepest Enow ; 

How to loako a lovely garland, 
Winter though it be and eold j 

How to buy the rarest oflering. 

Costing — something — but not gold j 

How to buy, and buy it dearly, 
Gifte that She will love lo take; 

Nor to grudge the cost, bnt give it 
Cheerfully for Mary's sake. 

Does that seem so strange, my darling 1 
Nay dear, it is nothing new ; 

All ran give Her noble presents, — 
Shall I tell you of a few 1 

What were those the Magi oflered, 
Frankincense and gold and myrrh ; — 

Minnie thinka that Saints and Monarchs 
Are quite different ii-am her 1 

. . . Sometimes it is hard to listen 

To a word unkind or cold 
And to smile a loving answer: 

Do it — and you give Her gold. 
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BIRTHDAY GIFTS. 

Thonf;ht8 of Her iQ work or playtime. 
Those small grains of incense rare. 

Cast upon a bntning censer, 

liiae in perfumed clouds of prayer. 

There ace 

Little n^ 
Even a loving heart : — but crush them 

And you give Onr Lady myrrh. 

Give your little ci-osses to her, 

Which each day, each hour be&ll ; 

They remind Her of Her Jesus, 
So she loves them best of all. 

Some seem very poor and worthlesa. 
Yet however small and slight, 

Given to her by one who loves her. 
They are precious in her sight. 

One may he so hard to carry 

That your hands will bleed and smart : • 
Go and take It to Her Altar, 

Go and place it in her heart ; 

Check your tears and try to love it. 

Love it as His sacred will : 
So you set the cross with jewels. 

Make your gift more precious still. 

There arc souls — alas ! too many — 

Who foi^t that Jesus died. 
Who forget that sin forever 

Is the lanes to pierce Hia aid* 
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BIR TBDA Y GIFTS. 
Hearts that turn away from Jesus ; 

Sins that sconrgo Him and betiaj ; 
Cold and rruel souls that even 

Crucify Him day by day. 

Ah I poor sinneis I Maty loves them. 
And she knows no royal gem 

Half so noble or so precious 

Ab the prayer you say for them ; 

Or resign some little pleasure. 

Give it her instead, lo win 
Help for some poor soul in peril, 

Grace for some poor heart in sin, 

Mercy for poor sinners, — pleading 
For their souls as for your own; — 

So you make a crown of jewels 
rit to lay before Her throne. 

Flowers — why I should nerer finish 
If I tried to count them too, — 

If I told you how to know them, 
In what garden-plot they grew. 

Yet I think my darling gueEses 
They are emblemR, and we trace 

In the mrest and the loveUest 
Acts of love and gifts of grace. 

Modest violets, meek snowdrops. 
Holy lilies white and pure, 

Faithful tendrils — herbs for healing — 
If they only would endure 1 



db, Google 



And they will, — such flowers fade not ; 

Thej are not of mortal birth ; 
And such garlands given tu Mary 

Die not like the giits of Earth. 

Well, my Minnie, can yoa tell ma 
You have still no gift to lay 

At the feet of yotir dear Mother, 
Any hour, acy day ? 

Give Her now — to-day — forever. 
One groat gift, — the first, the best, — 

Give your heart to Her, and ask her 
How to give her all the rest. 



A-jjTjSi BEG of yon, I beg of you, my brothers, 
^gl^^ For my need is very sore ; 
«^^^ Not for gold and not for silver do I ask 
^*^^ l you. 

But for something even more : 
From the depths of your hearts pity let it bo — 
tray for me. 

I beg of you whose robes of radiant whiteneBs 

Have been kept without a, stain ; 
Of you who, slung to death by serpent Pleamra, 

Found the healing Angel Pain : 
Whether holy or forgiven you may be — 
Pray for me. 
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411 A BEGGAR. 

I beg of roa calm sools whose wondering pity 

Looks at patlifl jou never trod : 
I beg of jou who Bufter — for all eorcow 

Must be very near to God — 
And the need is even greater than you Bee — 

1 beg of you, children, for He loves yon. 
And Mc loves yoor prayers the best : 

Fold your little hands together, and asl: Jesna 
Tliat the weary may liave rest. 

That a bird eauglit ia a net may be set freu — 
Pray for me. 

I b^ of you who stand before the Altar, 

Whose anointed hands upraise 
Ail the sin and ail the sorrow of the Ages, 

All the love and all tha praice. 
And lie glory which was dwajs and shall be — 
Pray for me. 

I beg of yon — of jott who through Life's battle 

Our dear Lord has set apart, 
That while we who love the peril are made captives, 

Still the Church may have its Ht»rt 
Which is fettered that our bouIs may t>e set free — 
Pray for mo. 

I beg of you, I beg of you, my brothers. 

For an alms this very day ; 
I am standing on your doorstep as a. Beggar 

Who will not be turned away, 
And the Cliarity you give my soul shall be — 
Pray for me I 
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LmKS WITS HEAVED- 



LINKS WITH HEAVEN. 

I^^^IUE God in Heaven, from that holy plai«, 
^^^^ To each of us &a Angel guide hai 

^^^»i But Mothera of dead children have mora 

For they ^ve Angels to their God and Heaven. 

How can a Mother's heart feel cold or weary 
Knovring lier dearer self safc, liappy, warm 1 

How can she feel her road too dork or dreary, 
Who knows her treasure sheltered from the stomu 

How can she sin t Our hearts may be unheeding. 
Our God forgot, our holy Saints defied; 

But can a mother hear her dead ehild pleading, 
And thrast those httle angel hands aside ? 

Those little hands stretehed down to draw her ejet 
Kearer to God by mother love; — we all 

Are blind and weak, yet eurely she can never. 
With such a stake in Heaven, feil or falL 

She knows that when the mighty Angels nuse 
Chorus in Heaven, one little silver lone 

Is hers forever, that one little praise, 
One httle happy voice, is all her own. 
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One whom liey left nestleii at Maiy's fcet, — 
The children's place in Heaven, — who Eoftlyeingi 

A little chant to please thom, slow and sweet, 
Or gmiling atrolces llieir little folded wings ; 

Or gives them Her white lilies or Her beads 
To play with : — yet, iu epitc of flower or song, 

They often lift a wistful look that pleads 

And aslis Her whj their mother stays so long. 

Then our dear Qaeen makes answer she will call 
Her very soon ; meanwhile they arc ty^nilod 

To wide ajid listen white She tells them all 
A story of Her Jesus as a chilli. 

Al, SaJnIe ia Heaven may pray with earnest will 
And pity for their weak and erring brotteis : 

Tet there ia prayer in Heaven more tender still, — 
The little Childieu pleading for their Motheis. 



HOMELESS. 

fSlT is cold, dark midnight, yet listen 
^& To tiiat patter of tiny feet 1 
1^ Ib it one of your dogs, fiiit lady, 
'^'^1 Who whines in the bleak cold stroetl 
Is it one of yonr silken spaniels 
Shut out in the snow and the Ble«t) 
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